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EDINBURGH CUCKOLDS. 


Ungrateful wretch who never thanks his Mak ER. 
E. of Roca. 


HE n. 


2 nor farmer violent hot: | 
The Sun with pleaſure doth on Britain ſmile, 

And gently warms, but dot not burn our iſle: 

The Sea falutes our ſhore:,: * et dare not touch 
Een and ſteal ſome ſand, 


3 wou' d her 2 


for to drown, than dwell on God's 


r 
So rich, tis cultivate with little toil ; 


I Produces all things which can nature pleaſe, 
And luxury's ſupported by the ſcas. 


The hardy Britons are a martial race, 
Nature hath ſtamp'd true valour on their face. 


Nature their face, and arc their bead adorns, 


All men have cars, but they----have ears and J. orns, 
A3 


. ng HERR; 


4  SCOTS POEMS 


T 1eir feeble foes are couchant like an aſs, 

Wen they ſec horns upon a brow of braſs; 
Wild ſavages who in the foreit roam, 

B / ſtrength of horns their enemies o'ercome. 

H >rn'd heads do far excel the head that's bare; 

Stout is the bull, but weak the tim*rous hare. 

B, inſtinct brutes adore theſe nobly born, 

They kneel before the mungrel Unicorn. 
Thus Horns were reverenc'd in antient times, 

A ſafe Aſylum gainſt the greateſt crimes. 

Ev'n rebels, who by law deſerv'd a halter, 

Were ſafe within the horns of the altar. 

Horns were too potent for their greateſt foe; 

Twas they o'erthrew the walls of 

Itrael's great king, who ſung with heavenly 1 

Pray'd chat his horns might be exalted hi 

Which by the Dutch divines is well ewe d, 

« May I reign King of Cuckolds o'er the ret.” 
O Cuckold, I revere thy awful name, 


Thou art our g — ns 3. 
e 3 y own, 
Oft have crown d thy nurſing fathers grown. 


Thy pd fre hove hn ton very few ; 
For — v*d thy nurſing mothers too. 
am'd Goof Rams, Sophis of Greece, 

Knights of ths Holy Ghoſt, oft, and golden fleece, 

Great monarchs of the world in ev'ry age, 
Upon their heads have worn thy facred badge. 
Even Jews who loth'd the king was crown'd with thorns, 

ings---who're crown'd with horns. 

Tu' apoſtles law, Obey the higher powers, 
Bids us, O Cuckolds, far thee horu of yours 


pert 
Not by his fire begot, but by another ; 
His own fleſh brought him forth, 8 
He diſſers from all creatures in the nation, 
In that he's angry at his own creation. 
On ſovereign heads a diadem is plag'd, 
With ſplendid Lorus the Cuckold's pate is grac d. 


Be- 
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Behold the ſheep who act by nature's law, 
A ſyſtem free of fraud, and free of flaw, 
To fill the throne, as ſoon's their king is dead 
Conveen the flock, and gaze on ev'ry head; 
The happy head, which wears the horns that's beſt, 
Is monarch made, and governs all the reſt: 
White is their choice; for ſhould they chuſe a ram 
Of royal blood, ſmooth-headed as a lamb, 
He'd be too feeble to fupport the crown ; 
But luſty horns can puſh rebellion down. 

To honour, riches, and immortal fame, 
Of all men, Cuckolds have the ſureſt claim. 
D upon che Cuckold's head, 

els around the Cuckold's ſpread. - 

He far ſurmounts all poverty — 
r 
„ ro hes ; 
For antient cuſtoms muſt not be 
She mumblcs thro' her throat, and fays may luck hold, 
And then ſhe gives her pudding to ſome Cuckold. 
The fiſhermen, before their nets are thrown, 
Diſpoſe of fiſh that are not yet their own. 
Soon as they ſhoot their boats, and boilt their fal, 
Some Cuckold gets the her1ings, every tail. 
The Ling and clergy's cels are very mall, 
Compar'd to Cuckolds rents; for they get all. 

Theſe noble horns to womens wit we owe; 
They've made amends, who wrought our overthrow. 
How wofully is womens wit employ'd, 
They are not caſy fools to be de d: 
By plantiag on thcir husbands heacs theſe horns, 


They purchaſe hoops, which their fair breech adorns. 
The W agtail's-catterwauling is a trade, 


Which is with pleaſure, and with profit fed; 


83 and butts the huſband's head. 


O Cuckolds, prize your Max ER, be content, 

” Your wite is {till your own, tho' ſometimes lent. 
Tho lands be labour d by another's plow, 

The baron's {till intitled to the feu. 


E 
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By all his tenant-vaſſals he's -- "+ 

O Cuckolds, I'll give my advice to you, | 

That Hae of gee which bears the willow borgh, 
rightly farm'd may bring you heaps of caſh ; 

e rt be A. vp 


Learn all your vaſſals names, and mark them down, 


And let their rent be ev'ry night a crown. 

Thus every man i' th year, (you'll ſurely thrive) 

Will pay three hundred crowns and fixty five : 

And then for claim it as your due, 

That every vaſſal make a leg, and bow, 

When at the croſs or kirk they meet with you. 

Thus you ſhall flouriſh, and be very great, 

And bleſs your wife, and bleſs —_— pate. 
Women, fair ſex ! they're made for our delight, 

Pleaſure's their only uſe, their native right. 

Pleaſure is their chief end, and hipheſt glory, 

Which learn from this the ſequel of my tory. 
Strange tales fix daughters of EDI NA ſpoke, 

Who long had dragg'd the matrimonial yoke. 
After the jolly days of Yule were fpent, 

Which Tories make a feaſt, and Whigs a lent ; 


Then pagan Janus feaſt day did fuccced, 


And this to ſolemnize they're all agreed. 
As Phoebus did roll down the azure-ball, 
Whole ſetting beams did pild the caſtle-wall ; 
'The time when beaux and buſy burghers mect, 
To throng the cellars, and to thin the ſtreet ; 
Theſe ladies to fair Celia's lodge did Hy, 


Without the ken of their horn d husbands eye, 


To drink hot poſſet, and to eat cold pye. 

When the ſaluting kiſs and cough was o'er, 

And cordials piv'n, that they might cough no more, 
The chi!drens ailments, fervants faults vere told; 
One was a drab, the other was a ſcold. 

Fair Celia on her ſilver whiſtle calls 


For priſoners immur d in cruſted walls; 


Some holy words pronounc'd, then eu ry wie 
Falls cloſely to the battle of the kniſc. 


When 


+ T&D: 5c ec. 5. 


None but a fool will 
If any think it ſhould, , 42 
3 Twas not for nought, that nature gave us tails ; 

Then let theſe rogues ſhoot out their horns like ſnails. 
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rere 
From right to left the chearful hot- pot goes, 


| And ſecrets were blab'd out beneath the roſe ; 
Till fair Sempronia, blooming like morn's ics, 


Juſt turn'd ſixteen, and of a proper fize ; 
Wife to dull Samot, impotent and old, 
Even in her downy boſom icy cold, 

Did interrupt their mirth by thodding tears; 
And her repeated alarm'd their cars. 
All ſpoke at once; the cuſtom of their ſex ! 
What ſtrange malheur doth dear 
Ah me! ſhe ſays, Tho "twill bring no relief, 
Yet I muſt tell th' occaſion of my 
I've ftriven to conceal it all this whi 
I've ſtifl'd forrow, and I've forc'd a finite; 
My crazy dottard, that old rotten ! 
Says, Tis not he that makes my belly big: 
Alas! he hath found out my whole iatrigue. . 
In wrath from me laſt morning he did part, 
Went to the dam'd aſtrologer Cathcart ; 


Plague on him, with his figures and his ſchemes, 


He's given a liſt of all my gallants names; 


| He's told the three that were above my garters, 
 E—M 
l O this may pall our Mirth ! what will we do ? 
The rogue Cathcart OY CIP you; 
Our huſbands will turn cruel 


„C — 


Quoth plump Coriſca, pſhaw, Is hs it an! 


lt doth not trouble me, nor ever 

Fou ſpeak as if twere theft, they're not ſore wrong d: 

Lou never knew a cuckold-maker hang d: 

A fruitful ſoil like ours, A tis true, 

5 lr oW : 
*. 


It ſhould ly lee 


To her Dorinda, with a ſmiling grace, 


| 2 


nia vex ? 


Commmmrnesg, | 
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If * th « cls, which yet I cannot ſee, 

To grant a favour, fire tis none in me; 

My meagre man, I might have call'd him ſpectre, 
Tiples the live long day, not gen rous Nectar; 
Dozes all night, no nuptial tribute pay d: 

I've wiſh'd a thouſand times to be a maid. 


Trae, he jobs on ſometimes, and mounts the guard, 


What's nt ro-the entirang eff a hilt? 
Who'le play oC and at Ombre, 
Will kiss and toy all night, and never ſlumber: 
*T were rude in one, who has a pleaſant flow'r, 
ern 

Not to allow a friend to fmell its flavour, 


Whol 228 — + + from 


Was ever a Diamond ſet in lead ? 
Dead to r 
'Tis wile philofophy, m ly :- 
th wie th bets Gar whac fe Faye ; 
"Tis nature's law which every one obeys. 
When blyth Zelinda's turn to ſpeak came on, 
Quoth ſhe, when I was married to Meſs John, 
I did as other honeſt women do; 
But, thanks to Heaven, I've got a captain now : 
He'll talk a fſummer's day, with martial din, 
Of taking ravelines, and half-moons i 
As if that he were omy born to fight ; 
And what he ſpeaks all day, he as at night. 
Then, to ſpeak next, to Delia did belong; 
But ſhe not eloquent, gave them A Soxc- 


Why ſhould a fooliſh marriage vow 
Which long ago was made ? F 
Be binding on each other, 

When mutual love's decay'd, ec. 
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Celia, the faireſt of that "PR 
s charm'd them with the Muſic of her tongue; 

{Once there were golden days, but oh! they're gone: 

Twas in the reign of glorious Solomon, 
Pandora gave — philters the women, 
{ ith which they ſleep'd; and when they fell —— 
By them in royal pomp the king was ſeen, 
*Who us'd them as he did the Sheban queen. 
They took their hot-pot, and went home to bed, 
R — 


MERRY TALES 
F O R 
The lang Nights of WINTER. 


In Dia locus betwixt the TIXXIAXI AX Doctor 
and his Gaax DAN, Cc. 


The Taylor cry'd, and fell into a cough, 
And the whole choir---did hold their hips and laugh, 
And waxcn in their mirth, did ſneeze and fwear, 
A merrier hour was never "waſted _— ms 

| SHAKESPEARE» 
The winter nights in merriment and play, 
They piis, to drive the tedious hours away. 


LY _ TINKLARIAN DOCTOR. 
* a winters t, my gran am ſpinni 
2 To make — of of ned — | 
s Her ſtool being plac'd next to the climley ; 
For ſhe was auld and faw #:ght dimly : 
I y lucky-dad, an honeſt whig, 
Was telling tales of Bothwel-bnig ; 
Nie could not miſs to mind th' attempt, 
Tor he was ſittng pecling hemp. 
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2 reading the Pilgrim's — 
as on 
The meikle taſker, Davie Dallas, 
Was telling blads of William Wallace: 
My mither bad her ſecond fon ſay, 
What he'd by heart of Davie Lindfay. | 
—— AC 


A bn ar with rx hours racing, 


He Ell at length to quick dipurching ; 
Ne'er Roman flew ſo many Grecians, 


| As he did of his blood-relations; 


Nor did he think it was a fin, 
To be the dead of all his kin. 
1 
The youngeſt of us chewing cynders, 
And all the auld ones wonders. 
Il tell you mine, ye ne er heard droller, 
Tis meikle worth to be a ſcholar. 
T've ſcen you where you never was, 
And where you ne'cr will be ; 
But yet within that place, 
Yeu thefl ta Gun by ms. 
GRANDAM. 
Na, that dings all ; but tis a fiction, 
A plain and perfect contradiction; 


Tou'll ſee me where I ne er will be, 
I never heard a greater lie. 


TINK. DOCTOR. 
Gran'am, look up unto the glaſs, 
And there you'll ſee your wrinkled face. 
GRANDAM. 
I vow, I'd rather giw'n ten dollars, 
Before I had not bred you ſcholars. 
I love to hear your ſweet debating, | 
There's nane of all the bairn-time bi, 
Their beards may all wag in the pulpit: 
Een Sandy, if to next year ſpar d, 
May be a chaplain to a ad. 
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But, hear me Willie ; ye're the eldeſt, 
I ken you can a ſtory tell beſt ; 
With all your clergy tell the wonder, 
22 tho I'm near aq 
Wy my ton, young: than my tongs, 
Should moulder like a rotten liver, 
Yet my ſoft tongue continue clever: 
Or why ſhoc- ſoles ſo ſoon decay, 
In leſs than fix months quite away, 
Yet my thin hide ſhould never wear, 
Tho' daily worn this — ? 
Or, tell me, if you ken the matter, 
Why ale, being thicker far than water, 
Should in my throat get e- downfal, 
But water « for vr me, were't a fpoonful ? 
TINK. DOCTOR. 

Grandam, I'll _ all your | 
Beginning at the our Grinders ; 
Muſt not that wear Which ne'er lies ſtill, 
Ay grinding like the Canno-mill: | 
You're juſt a mill, your mouth's the happer, 
Your teeth the mil!-ſtancs, tongue the clupper; 
Ye ken the clapper is but tLin, 
And, like your tongue, ay making din ; 
Yet it wiil wear out twenty mill-ſtanes, 
Tho they arc kend not to be ill ſtances. 
As to the ſecond, you'd conſider, 
That beaſts have different kinds of leather ; 
Shoe-ſoles from dead beaſts they do flac, 
But ye are living, lang be't fac. 
As to the laſt, bout ale and water, 
Ale down, cauſe you like it better. 
OY GRANDAM. 
The laft's the trucſt of the three, 
The ſhame a word of that's a lie. 

TINK. DOCTOR. 
Gran'am, I've anfwer'd all your queſtions, 
Give's a tale, and of your beſt ancs. 
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GRANDAM. 

I'll tell you a tale, In the days of Cromwell, 
When Charles the firſt from the throne did tumble ; 
JI was about fourteen years and an half old, 
When the rogues took his head aff on a ſcaffold : 
We were very ill fah'd with the Englihh land-loupers, 
And the hail country was o'er-run with moſs-troopers; 
I went out upon a night with my ſiſter Jean, 
1 mind very well wow rr 
| oa pap boon. ran — I drew John Strang, 

He had a baſe property, twas wrang 3 

Red hazr'd, Ah brow'd, 

Bladder lipped, meikle mow'd. 

We met with my auld jo Geordie Brown, 
He liv'd, when he was living, in th* Overtown, 
His face was big and fair like a fu* moon; 
He had on a ſuit with prince's metal- button, 
His twa hands were like twa hind legs of mutton ; 5 
I'm ſure it was nae with eating, he was nae glutton. 
His legs menſ d all the pariſh at kirk and market, 
He ſaid to me, Ile 
Lend me your lug, Giles, and I'll round it in, 
1 i Gmmer, eller to tell't again: 


Geordic gigled and leugh a . 
And the place he gript me by, was the wame ; 
But the Farmers conüng in to birl their placks, p 
We left the drunken carles to their own cracks, | 
We went to the bara- yard and play'd bogic about the ſtacks. 
When I was wearicd with hiding, and he wich 
We fat down at a hay-ſtack, and Gil clok to the wong 
He flaver'd all ne and turn'd very uncivil, 
He thruſt up his hand the length of m. navel ; | 
I gar'd all the folk hear me, and cry out like a Devil. 
The Pen rake me, quota 1, bleſſing myſelf, If 1 wt 
own, 

Se tell me, are you in mows or earneſt, Geordie Brown ? 
I'm zn carneſt, quo' Geordie, its better nor cracking, 
Mal.e nae noiſe, Beſſie, its ay good to taking; 

But 
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But out came my Mittler with a rock in her boſom, 
She gave him lis paiks and ſoundly did toſs him. 
He took to his heels and fcour'd thro” the green, 
So I'll never forget that Valentinc's e en. 

TINK. DOCTOR. 
Gran'am, I'm ay fear d you've been an auld ſinner, 
You love a bawdy tale, as I do my — 4 
II tell you a tale ſhould not be 
The wife I'm ſpeaking of is both dead ms rotten : 
An honeſt Cameronian near the Bow-head, 
She was ſae very aMicted when her huſband wes dead, 
Ev'ring and morning ſhe went to the Gray-friars ; 
(If this ; be not true, many ane's liars) 
It happen'd anes as ſhe went there to mourn, 
But {uſt ſhe behoved to make her bun; 
And hunk'ring down upon the cald grais, 
A thiſtle on the grave jagged her are, 
She thought ker buttocks was touched by old cuff, 
_ Thruſting g his hand up thro' the turf; 
She ran away crying, five times or fix, 
Dead or alive you mind your auld tricks. 
95 M ob S E. 8 
Out fy, brother, ye ſtain your ion, 
If you ſpeak that way 1 il tell tle ſeſſion; 
A ſtory that's bawdy is not worth a plack man, 
I'Il tell a tale of Jamic the packman. 
Ye cou'd not but ken gleid Jamie Cunningham, 
As he was travelling within à mile of Tunningham, 
He fat down at a fald-dyke for to ealc lis back, 
*T wad burſten our mare to*ve carried lis pack: 
As he wes riſing to gang ſi me miles farther, 
He 8 pack o'er his left ſhoulder ; 
The ſu ing of the brought him to the ground, 
And choak'd — the laird of 2 
On the very ſpot where his ſervants 
Put up a 12 with this memorandum. 


What e er come of the pack, 
Spend ay the other plack, 
6 
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| Keep ay your back light, 
And your pack tight, 
And then it never will hang you. 


Little JAMIE. 


Grin, pive me a pair of new breiks, 


And iI tell you ſome things will gar you rive your cheeks : 
l GRAN DAM. 


Bleſſings upon the wean, hear how he fpeaks, 
My dear, ye'Il not want jt, if I ſhould buy them with ſtraiks, 


Little JAMIE. 
Twas auld lang ſyne, in an hamely converſe, 
A Scotſman bade the king and court kiſs his a-ſe. 
GRAN DAM. 
Midear'd fullow, the mcikle devil ſpeed him, 
I'm jure the king wad gar hang lim, or head him. 
Little JAMIE. 
Indeed he did neither, but thought bim a fit tool, 
To be carry'd to court, and made the Kings fool. 
| GRANDAM. 
They turn all fools goes there, Jamie, that's nae lie, 
Our laird {pends bi, ſiller there Ika bawbie; 
He had anes a bra' fortune, its a* gane to wrack ; 
For 1 ondon's a place that herries the pack; 
I believe, this day he's not worth five and a plack. 


The Lords and lairds that gae up ſae faſt thither, 


Are juft like the bairns that forget their auld mither ; 

And like the northland folk, that come from beyond Tay, 

To return back again they ſeldom find the way: 

They ſay ay our laird's ta en up about ſtate affairs, 

Shame fa that wark, makes many poor heirs. 
Little JAMIE. 

Let us who ſtay at hame, ſtudy to be thu ivers, 

And we'll turn lairds, when the lai ds turn dyvers: 

But Gran'am, let me tell out my bra” 

How the man ipake to the king and his court; 

*T'was king James the fixth, when he rang twenty years 

Kiag of England, 2 „ 
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To viſit Scotland, where he pot his being. | 
The kings ſinſy ne think we're not worth their ſecing, 

King George wad nae come, if it wad fave us frae dying ; 
For theſe Engliſh cuckolds, who wou'd cut our throats, 
Gar the honeſt man turn his back on the Scots: 

I love ay that miniſter, he was an honeſt Gentleman, 

Who faid ance in a preaching, the devil was an Engliſhman; 
And by the reaſon he gave, its very true indeed, 1 
When Scholars raiſe the Devil, he has horns on his head. 
But to return to my tale, the king and his dunnawaſlels, 
Came to fee the Scots gentry, all his vaſſals; 7 
As he lodg'd on the road, where they ſauld brandy and ale, 
And the king was turn'd canty with the other gill ; 
He aſked the land-lord, how lang he'd liv'd there: 


3 The man anſwer' d, five hundred years and mair, 


and my predeceſſors, tho* you may think it a baſe lie, 

"Tis nay 4. as ony thing in the black book of Paiſley. 

Do you ken, ſaid the king, wha was your chicf, 5 

He was hang d, quo' the man, on the gallows of Cricft, > 

Waecs me, quo the king, it ſeems he's been a thicf. 

Indeed I'm ſure he was nae that, quo' the other, 

But king David gart hang baith him and his brother. 

What was the crimes they dy'd for, faid king James, 

May be were rebels, what was their names ? 

Indeed, anfwer'd the man, they were not baptiz d, 

But juſt took to theanſelves what names they pleas d: 

For the ſign of the croſs, us'd then by popiſh fallows, 

Look'd as if the bairns were to die on the gallows : 

But for the good of Scotland, they gat aft fair banes ; 

The name of the eldeſt was, Praiſe-god Bare-banes ; 

The ſecond brother's name, who was a laird in the Merſe, 

Was, au't pleaſe your majeſty, Kiſs-my-a--* : . 

Bare-banes cane to be trexſurer, by which he wan filler, 

And for two years together, Kiſs-my-2--{ chancellor ; 

But thereafter Bare-banes 8 for he was a cun- 

9 

And Kiſs-my-a--ſe was —— juſtice clerk : 

Yet falling ſome way thercafter under the king's anger, 

They — they wad be _ it they ſtay'd ony lawuper 3 
| 3 
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1 


Sac they travel'd in diſguiſe, that they might not be kend, 
And turn'd baith of them trencher-makers to their life's end : 
They travel'd with tinkers and gypſies, thro* mony man's 


| ground. 
Bare-banes made his four-nooked, Kils-my-a--ſe* were all 


GRANDAM. 
Sirs, heard you e' er a bairn ſpeak ſae in his age, ? 
He'll be the Tinklarian all o'er, I fee by his viſage, 
Who is well kend to be the prettieſt man in this age. 5 


The Farx Maid or DUMBLANE. 


HE Authors of romances and novels, 
Talk big of flutt' ring beaux and ſparkling belles; 
Strephon the lover's ſprung from noble blocd, 
And Celia is a rich and lovely prude : | 
To great folk Cupid only is a gueſt ; 
Love dare not reign in a a : 
The poor do like unthinking atoms dance, 
Ard marry, as the world was made, by chance; 
This pocts and philoſophers advance. | 
Wile as they are, they may be in the wrong, 
Aitho' the 1ſt was great Lucretius' ſong. 
The gods, ſay they, have a ſuperior care; 
A thouſand Sylphs fit on Belinda's hair, 
Protect bright Cloe when ſhe plays at Ombre, 
And, being aerial ſpirits, cannot ſlumber; 
Theſe ladies guard at tea and mattadores, 


The gods deſpiſe a linſey-woolſey pown ; 
But to the the ruſting ſilks reſpect is ſhown. 
Yet, under favour, tis not my opinion; 
For little Cupid hata a large donünion. 


at 
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Great wits may with their learn'd logick fail, ED 5 


And I with my blunt eloquence prevail: 


Then hear with patience this my country tale. 

In days of old, when — { rul'd the nation, 
And trews and naked buttocks were in faſhion, 
Maids did not fence their bums with ribs of whales, 
But, juſt as nature made them, wore their tails. 
The of all love tales and am'rous charms, 

Is to have naked Meg claſp'd in our arms. 

There liv'd within an humble highland cottage 
An honeſt pair, but both of them in dotage ; 
Donald, who never heard of forcign news, 

Convers'd with horſe, and ſheep, and droves of cows, 
And jolly Marg'ry was his aged ſpouſe. 

Twice twenty years made up their wedlock ſtate ; 
Their means were competent, not very great; 

A lovely daughter bleſs'd their hoary hans, 

The only pledge of all their youthful years. 

For ſtature, manners and a lovely face, 

She was the very proverb of the place; 

The darling of her family and friends, 

In blooming youth juſt enter d in her teens. 

Te beauteous maid, Coriſca was her name, 

Thro' neighbouring ſhires had ſpread a laſting fame. 
From ev'ry corner of the country came, 

A lover, to make known his am'rons flame. 

A learned clerk, five tradeſmen, and a fwain, 
Call'd Colin, who dwelt in the neighbouing plain, 
Made up the number of Coriſca's train. 

The ſcribe was famous for his plodding noddle, 
Told her dark ſtorics out of Ariſtotle, 


Was very grave; but Colin took his bottle. 
The tradeſmen were wealthy proud and vain ; 


But Colin was an honeſt humble ſwain. 
Tho' rich as Crœſus, and as wile as Solon, 
Coriica would have none, fave only Colin. 
Small wordly fubſtance fell to Colin's ſhare ; 
But he was open, plain and debonair. 
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4 oy, ps ms, Gt Rocks, 
* Chearful LD and harmleſs as his flocks: 
4 Are quaites hould male © man a prince. © 
a Colin enjoy'd theſe in a high 
i, Coriſca los d him well, and he. | 
1 oy openly eg oe . 

| om ſpoke, and when the ſinil 
4 rb 13 — 
1 One morning, aged Donald and his wife 
4 Says, Daughter, you're the ſolace of our life ; 
Our age's prop, our joys of lite are gone, 
And your's, ſweet child, we hope are drawing on. 
O bring us not with ſorrow to the grave, 
Tis bat a ſingle favour that we crave; 
Wed e' re we die, but don't with Colin wed ; 
And when we've ſeen you in the muptial bed, 

* - Jn =” g bones, we truſt, 

Mournful — — not what to do; 
Loth to refaſe, and loth to make the vow ; 
She did the laſt, as ſafeſt of the two. 
Parents, ſhe ſays, tis you that gave me liſe, 
Till you conſent, I ne er ſhall bc a wife: 
Hear me, ye heavens, I make this ſacred vow, 
To m as m parents ſhall allow. 
the aut wo ach. and nothing elle ; 
And this the ſequel of my ſtory tells. | 

Once as the Sun the weſtern ſkies ſtole down, 
And in the Eaſt aroſe the filver Moon; 
Now toyling heifers, wounded with the goad, 
Are all zeleaſed from the Erwile load 
Now from the muirs the hunters homeward ride, 
With umqulũle maukin dangliag at their fide : 
From diftant hamlet hungry ſchool. boy comes, 
With running noſe, and blowing o'er his thumbs : 
To neighb'ring ale-houſe 2 
2 — to — 


— 


; 


From 


* 
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From verdant woods with founding horns the ſwains 


Bring ho:ne the milky mothers of the plains. . 


Coriica goes to bughts to milk the ewes, 


And ſpies her Colin whift*ling o'er the knows; 
Driving his charge down to the nightly fold; 

His yellow hair was like the ftreaming gold; 
He 'd his trews, his crook and tartan-plaid : 


As fine as Kenneth was the fwain array d. 
The laſs was ſinging with a thoughtlels air, 


For, faving love, the had no worldly care. 

Coriica chuckl'd when the lad ſhe view'd ; 

A joy went tingling thro ber maſs of blood. 

Oace ſhe had thoughts to be his wife; 

A rapid vlexkre touch'd tlie ft:ings of like. 
in ſoon folded up his woolen drove, 

And runs to quench his eager thirſt of love: 

Kind words he his wearied head did reſt 

Upon the il pillow of her hreaſt. 


1 Around her waſte lis loving arm was fpread ; 


There he folac'd upon the downy bed. 
Often did Colin bis Coriica kits, 
* In gn ps By + 


Cl 


ev ning for to crown the day. 


Beneath a willow's cooling ſhade, 
Nature's ſoft and moſſy bed, 

Th' amorous couple lay: 
Colin felt a burning flame, 
Wiſh'd for what he durſt not name; 
At laſt began to ſay, 
Coriica, ſhall I ſing a ſong, 
TU not make it very long: 
Vou have half an hour to ſpare, 
*Ere you milk your fleecy care: 
I have driv'n ewes too faſt, 
Let them pet a little reſt. 
You'll not thirk the time too long; 
We'll beguile it with a ſong. 


SCOTS POEMS 


How a ſhepherd lov'd a =, 
But the maid was cruel coy, 


And refus'd to wed the boy : 


Colin's heart was wond'rous 


| When he heard the words ſhe ſaid. 


WELLES: he nella hams, 
— narad os 


A 


S O NG, 


To the Tune of * 4G O GzBERLAND. 


PROLOGUE. 


or fo from bonny Dumblain, 
Bede Er 


nymph and an am'rous fwain ; 
Calla wwe the mens of the finda, 
Coriſca, the maid created his pain. 

He lov'd her beyond all the comforts of life 
„„ 


On SxvxRAL Occasions. 
Her hair is like the heckl'd lint, 


Her teeth i ke the iy bome, 


But her heart like punũce 
ae bats ce: <tr hee a. go can. 
W GOOD 
 Wiinr io her hyp and thighs, Go Colin, que Colin; 


Than the curd which make the cho, Wl 


W 
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But ſhe cares not for my cries, 


Colin, quo Colin ; 
Wrede api we 


Quo Colin, quo Colin : 
Long have I courted this fair maid, 


But ſhe ſlighted all I ſaid, . e 
b quo Colin; 
e ENS - 


In love's ra 7 0 
IF oor Colin, poor Colin ! 
And did take the fatal lcap, 


| Poor Colin, poor Colin ! 
When Cora heard the news, 
Of Colin, of Colin, 
She forlakes her lambs and ewes, 
For Colin, for Colin ; 
bans pln: "4 . 
Poor Colin ! 
She fell ſick and took her bed, 275 
| For Colin, for Colin : 
Diſtrafted with the pricf, ſhe cried, 
Ad _ For Colin, for Colin, 
gave up the ghoſt and dy d, 
For Colin, or Coll. 


Coriſca 


On Severar Occas1ons. 


Coriſca heard her Colin's artful tale, 
ag} we but nature did prevail. 

ſhe, the ſtory can't be true, 
NIN I neꝰ er heard one ſave you: 
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If fact, Coriſca's been a cruel creature, 
And wanted all the ſoftneſs of my nature. 
Colin replies, part's true of what I've ſaid, 
I am the ſwain, and you the cruel maid : 


your 

And did the dotard fools extort the vow, 
Cruel Coriſca, ſhall I think it true: 
e 


Vow —— ag neck. 
89 i to love, 


Could I, 8 d vow remove ; 
To break my vow, dare I be fo unjuſt, 
*T would fend my aged parents to the duſt. 
eg ey fays Colin, will it be a crime 
bg ranges nag wr} | un time ; 
tis an action that will make you thrive, 
To keep the loving Colin HI alive 
Thus Colin ſpoke, and did her heart betray ; 
She broke ker vow, al marry Fm nerdy 


- 


The MARRIAGE betwixt ScxarE, Mo- 
narch of the Maunders, and BLus- 
BERLIPS, Queen of the Gypſies. 


TW of late in gs and th thick miſt, 
3 
Hop'd to wild heaths, ee 


Trending 
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Trembling I ſtumbl'd chro- pits ane! ditches, 
22 to meet the Devil his witches; 
m they keep their nightly meetings here, 
de nor human foot draws near; 
Upon this ſpot they dance and revel all the 

At laſt a j mulic reach'd my ear, 1 
I did the din of diſtant waters hear, 

_ GE the day bepan to clear: 

1 leapt bending my courſe with ſpeed, 
To end ths waters *nd 1 found it Tweed. 

Glad was my heart when I its banks did view ; 

There I beheld a very jorial crew. 

ä Pho > ogy > 


——— ʒ ͤ—MDKůůů Q 
— 


D 
A filver brotch, and a ſilken ſnood; 


. ſays he, tho' in raps, 
My fair fuſs you ihall carry the bags; 


All night you ſhall ly on pillows of flags. 


Tee 
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hots 14 bin tn Siam and wake | 
5 in his hair; 
4 . d und fr: { 
Sb is beard, his whiſkers I'll plet ; 
bo on ng po nnd bruſh his bald pate : 


D . 


Let the conſtable, j 

When we rooſt in A 
To cut bien whids, and be in crutches ; 
To clap our fambles, thro” 3 ; 


To from the hedge, the ſhirts and the ſheets. 
The cowlies on the ſtraw, „ 
But ilk" ane muſt maund on his own pad; 

The doxics turn up their kecls and ſpelder, 
Sn. ata 


The 
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The coree coming by, 
Will bumbumbis 7 
Hedge-hog, toad, | 
Dick the jewels, 

There they ly. 


Then a flecker d blew ey'd hag began to 
To the tune of old Sir Simon the King. ing, 


BeGGARs SONG, out of BraumoxnT and 
FLETCHERS Plays. 


« Caſt our caps and care away, 
This is beggars holy-day ; 
« At the wedding of our king, 
„ Thus we ever dance and ſing. 
« In the world, look out and fee, 
„ Where's ſo happy a prince as he ? 
© Where's the nation lives ſo free, 
< And fo merry as do we ? 
Be it peace, or be it war, 
Here at liberty we are, 
And enjoy our caſe and reſt; 
« Nor are call'd into the town, 


« J agiſtrates on gibbets dic. 
When the ſubſidy's increas'd, 
« We are not a penny ceſs d; 
Nor will any go to law 

« With a 4 

« All which happineſs he brage, 
« He doth owe unto his raps. 

4 Then a begging we will go, 
« And a begging we will go, &c. 


Ta 
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In the midſt of their mirth, dunnawaſſels drew nigh, 
King Scrape roſe up with the hue and the cry ; 

<< Purveyors to 
« To your 


The was criple, with a broken _ 
And IN 


The BEC OCIN G Cant. 


Give's but a doyt, or ĩriſh-babĩe. 
All ſtarving with a hungry wame ; 
And he who ſent you guide you bame. 


A we call it, in the animal: 
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Then bl bl bl let us be, 
King — — /p a — 1 
We'll dance, and we'll ſing under the hawthorn tree. 
Fuſt now thas been our lot. 

For to pick up a groat, 

We'll put it in the pot, 


And merry, merry, merry, — bit ns be. 


An Amorous Epiſtle from the Abbot: 
BorAHWELIL, to ELEONORA, a La- 
dy NN. 


Daronrzz, 


EAUTY is juſtly term'd 2 divine ray, 
By which our Maker doth his pow'r diſplay; 
The fathers of the church do ſtill conclude, 
The fair are always 


exquiſitely good: 
+> * 


Was t for no other end heav'n beauty made 

But tantalize our and uſclek fade ? 

He was too kind, beſtow'd the charming 1 
To make it crime, bs nd hs —— wing 


Life's not more na eral to mankind than love 


There's a deſire ii anted in excti creatue, 
T* unite with what's moſt proper to its nature; | 
This animates the whole terreſtrial ball, 


On Sxverar Occasrons. 


That natural caſt, which to the center brings ; 
The term we give it in inan'mate things ings 
In man, the nobleſt creature on the earth, 


. 
* 


obeys. 
Burthen'd with all the ſervile cares of life, 

Tis much more ſo, to pious ſouls that dwell, 
Recluſe, and cloiſter d in a lonely cell : 

What we're to day, we'll be the ſame to-morrow : 
25 Say, ang 


We hear no noiſe of war, or foreign news; 
the religious; 


P ich the world adore all; 
ur 


Perform the mighty 


For this ſcraphic love the church ſtill pants; 
Tis this makes martyrs, conſeſſors and ſaints. 


But 
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EPITAPHS. 
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EPITAPHS. 
EPITAPH on Grorct PaTERr80N, 


who hewed out the ſubterranean Caves 
at GILMERTON. 


I. 
E did not Live upon the earth, 


He liv'd as now he lies, below, 
But curſt or bleſt we do not know, 
To put n record : 
ſtone, 


His labours 


Won't fallow hin when he © gone, 
Like thoſe die in the Lord. 


No bird or beaſt did ever ſtand, 
Or graſs did grow thereon. 
i | IV. 
His heritage is ſituate fo, 
"Twill laſt without all doubt, 
For all the wind that c'cr did blow 
6 


It fears no ſire, note, 
Was never wet with morning dew, 
Pays neither ceſs nor teind. - 
Sure, when this 


paſſenger, read, 
You'll think his her baren bead; 
Admire how they're maintain 
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INSCRIPTION on the Cave at "90 
MERTON. 


Lone ca dens; 


My hands hewed out this rock into a cell, 
Wherein from din of life I ſafely dwell : 
On Jacob's pillow nightly lies my head ; 


My when living and my grave when dead: OM 
Inſcribe upon it when Pm dead and gone, | 
I liv'd and dy'd within my mother's womb.. 


Er1T4a?H on MaxJjory Scot of Dux- 
KELD. 


Arop, — *** 
Five times five years 8 
Five times five years I was a virtuous wiſe ; 
Fen times five years a witlow grave and chaſte ; 
Tir ir'd of the elements, I'm now at reſt: 


ſubjects riſe againſt the law; 
And which is worſe than any civil war, 
bar; 


3 — 1 2 


I faw our country fold for Engliſh ore: 

Our num'rous nobles, who have famous been, 
Sunk to the lowly number of ſixteen : 
Such deſolations in my days have been, 
I have an cad of all perfection from. 
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In Gr ascow CHURCH-YARD. 


Is was nas Ya, for he drank meikle wine; 
He was nae Jew, for he cat meiltie ſwine ; 
Full forty years he preach'd and ly'd, ; 
For which God dr him when he ar 


OnTJoaunPEerTTIGaEw Miniſter atGivan. 


E RE lyes a rev'rend Giran prieſt, 
Who ſure againſt his will's deceaſt ; 

His ſoul's to Abram's boſom fled, 

As by his rvend elders fd. 

Others who knew youthful joys, | 

Say, Sarah's rather was his choſe. 

But be it as it will, his ſcabbard's humbled, 

Death tripp'd up his heels and down he tumblcd. 


Lady Shaw's Er ITA E. ; 


In GzzExock Church-yard. 


1 8 0 nnd 
oppreſſor both of poor and rich: 
| Ke 
De'il ane kens, and as few cares. 


On Jonx BELL. 
J Jn Bell rich, byes under this fin, 


Four of my ſuns laid it on my wame ; 
I was inan of my meat, and maſter of my wife, 


42 22 without meikle firife 
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be'ſt a better man in in mine, 


On Tromas RyYMOUR * in 
Coura R. 


Chriſt, I am not inferiour 
To Wilkam the conqueror. Rom. vi. 37. 


On a Black-ſmith. 


My fire's — forge decay'd, 
And in the duſt my vil is laid; 


My coal is ſpent, my iron's gone, 
My nails are are drove, my work is done- 


On Groxcr BuTToN Taylor. 


Eader, bid every taylor leave his houſe, 
& Knights of the — ode” + wav FUR 
to ſee that death's turn'd daft, | 


22 —— 

All the graves here are turn d to Button-holes, 
And fill'd with Buttons, Oh! tis ſtrange indeed, 
Made without hands, a needle, or a thread. 


On Mr. WILLIAM More. 


E RE lyes More, and no more than he, 
H Mer td a ar how can that be:! 


On SxvxRAL OccasloNns. 


On GroxCEFAI CHNEY- 


Eneath this turf lyes Geordie Faichney, 
A Gamſter and the devil's kaickney ; 

Who liv'd by cheating at the cards, 
Prentice boys and ſenſeleſs lairds. 
Blyth was he when he drew his breath, 
And dy'd a right gay dancing death; 
Becaule one day he got his draught in, 
And burnt the fleſh of James M<N aughton, 
Now Satan's got him by tlie limb, 
To do the very ſame to him: 
Glad was old Nick, when he got bim, 
Haul'd to his pit that wants the bottom; 
Whiſpered to ham in his car, 


My ain Gcoidie, welcome here. 


On WILLIAM LiTEGow Writer in 


EDINBURGH. 


DINBURCGH may ſay, oh! hon! 


And ſo may Leith and Sand-Hutton, 
Melrog-land and Doly hñingſtoun, 


But what remear ; 


All they can do, is to bemoan, 


He was a ſtardy man \of Wer, 
And Never 10 dly ot Bis gears 
Helap as well as ony lecr, — 


Will. Lich gow dead. 


II ihewttcn d de ud, 


But now he's laid into bis beir, 


D 


Poor Willy's dend. 
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G1ltown-fide and Darnich-town, 
Was never free of thief and lown, 


8 

— — 
8 5 ann 
be Its mild as mead. 


Tom Drouth and ke were Billy Boys, 
b. $—wdp mud.» e » 


And few there ſee d: 
"_ . For be is dead. 
** 
Aer eb 
Where he the laſſes legs did ſhade 
With fow great ſpeed ; 


Hame was he carried on 2 flade ; 
But now he's s dead. 


So prettily as he did dance, 
And how the laſſes he did lance, 


At ev he mocked France, 
FRE That broken reed ; 
But now poor Willie lyes in trance: 


For he is dead. 
He was pod company at jeſts 


And wanton when he came to feaſts ; 


He laugh d at ſtories about ghaiſts ; 

Blyth Willy's dead. 
H etched fometimes thrice a day, 
Like Robin Ormſton that lump of clay; * 
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He flouriſh'd then Iike a green bay, | 


With up- bort head; 
But now he's vaniſh'd wo away, 


_— 


ES — 
He blether d fo as he did flyte, 
5 ate Shaking his head ; 
At every word ve a ſtyte ; 8 
* But now he's dead. 


Will. Keir and Jamie Clerk kim knew, 
And ſae did all that drunken crew; 
He wad not rich be as a Jew, 


For he was always juſt-and true, 


He wanted greed ; 
But now he's dead. 


. 
She haunted limmers and x 


wife was alſo, as all are, bad, 
She fold away all that be had, 


Which broke his heart and made it ſad, 


Yet he And cold as lead ; 
et he was ay an honeſt 1a 
M * But now he's dead. 


, whoFf not be-ly'd, 


aul's advice and all things d: 
D 2 ds Not 


ERE a 
n 
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Nor ſtopt ſhe here, but follow'd thro' the reſt, 
And always ſtuck the longeſt to the beſt. 


On NicoL VILANT at TORPHICHEN. 


IND France gave me my birth ard tender life, 
Fair Scotland bleſt me with a fruitful wife ; 
Si ty fax years a batchelor was I, 
Forty years more, 1 liv'd in wedlock's tye ; 
And in my marriage to encreaſe my love, 
Of children eight, a father I did prove: 
My temp'rance Cid diſcaſes all expel, 
I hatcd all intemperance as hell: 
So death it RIF and ficknek ſoon agre 
Or my long liie, old age ſhould cut the thread. 


On Biſhop BuRxEr. 


4 ZRE old Sarum lyes, 
As great as wiſe, 
And lcarn'd as . a Aquinas; 
Lawn ſleeves he wore, 
And yet no more 
 ACtaiitian than Socinus. 
Otis pro and con 
He fwallow'd down, 
Took fees like any layman, 
Read, preach'd, and pray'd, 
And yet betray'd 
God's holy word for mammon. 
Oft ev'ry vice 
Ile had à ſpice, 
Thoꝰ a renowned prelate ; 
Yet liv'd and dy'd, 
If not beiv'd, 


A true dillenting zealot. 


On SevERaL OccasioNns. 


If ſuch a foul 
1. —— 
ſcapꝰd old fatan's clutches, 
We ll then 
There may © 
Tay . 


Tuo. Bxown. 
=” | 
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On Jaxzxr BeaTit at MonTROSE. 


* the devil his ſins again, 


2 —— the foul may heav'n contain. 


On Ws the Boatman. - 


ERE lyes boatman Weſt, 
Who was none of the beſt; 
1 
And when old was a child: 

— 7. 
— tp 


On a Dwanr at K1LSYTH. 


On a ScoLD. 


ERE iges entomb'd a married man's great woe, 


A nimble linguiſt, ares wth 
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She's dead, and earth to earth is flung, \ 
The earth holds her who cc uld not L old her tongue. 


On One unknown. 


1 ERE lyes interr'd our good old aunty, 
Whom death has catch'd in his pock-manty: 

She dy'd the age of five and fifty ; 

Shame fa the hands that firſt ſhall lift thee. 


On a Tomb-ſtone in Duxper. 


| bt ERE lyes old John Hildibroad, 
Have mercy upon him g od G-<; 


As ke wou'd do, if he was God, | 
And thou wert old Jokn Hildibroad. - 


On JonN SMITH« 


E ERE lies Jobn Smith, 
Whom death flew for all his pith; 
The ſtarkeſt man in Aberlady : 


God prepare and make us ready. 


On Jonx Stursox in St. ANDREWS. 


E of Drumcarro Tenant was, 
And from t!.is life to death did paſs; 
In credit, pcace, and honeſty, 
An emblem of his picty. 


Over the ſpade, ſhovel, yoke and coffin, within a 
ſhield, is written. 

Here lyes a plowman good enough, 

Who gend Ling bythe plug On 
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On JohN SpIER. 


HEE lyes Jokn Spier, 
| Dumſtics's pipier: 
Young Jolin, ty! ty! 

Old John, ay, ay. 


On Laird MNrxas. 


ER E lyes the corps of Laird M*Near, 
Who left his gear to Hewie Blair; 
He liv'd a fool, and dy'd a beaſt, 
And we're come here to his laſt feaſt. 
Oh! oh! hon! 


On JohN Davipsow in ABERDEEN. 


"JT ERE jyes John Davidſon, 
Burgeſs Abredonnentis ; 
Upon his own expences. 


On an old Woman. 


ER lyes an old woman wrapt in her linnen, 
Mother to James and Thomas Binuinz; 
Who for want of a coin, was buried in a girnel; 
The earth got the ſhell, and the devil got the kei nel. 


The Character of a PRI SON. 
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A Touch-ſtone for to try a friend ; 
A grave to one alive ; 


The Merry Wives of MvUs8ELBURGH'S 
Welcome to MEG DIcRSON. 


O gualis hac hurly burly fut, 
Si forte vidiſſes. 
Por zu. Mind. 


I. 


Tn when Mx c fair taſle 
e 


Tine caving ating o'er der po _ 


1 Whing'd when thought Maples eros 
| * - Down the Weſt-bow. 


The auldeſt cummer of the three, 
Born whan the Engliſh took Dundee) 
d, Shame light on that lown-like tree, 
Plays fic foul tricks: 
Dc'il nor it were hewg down for me, 
To puddin' pricks. 


42-000 0 ITE es wee W—_ a wR -.- 6— Ct. A — wats 


15 ere aur Jean. 
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IV. 
They ſay Auld Nick commands the air ; 
Whan drnnken Maggie's hanging there, 
Not for to help her were unfair ; 


Pox tak' ſuch di'els, 


To let Dalglieih, O dole and care, 
| Pow down her heels. 


V. 
Had a' the wives that carry creels, 
Gutſters, and we wha ſpin on wheels, 
At brake o* day made ſouple heels, 
Ta'en her awa', 
Fra' the cheeſe-laft, neu, 


| We'd mock'd the law. 
VL 


But now *tis c'en o'er late I think, 
Beſides, I've got nine draps of drink ; 
I'm fitter for to tak a wink 
O' ſleep, I trow ; 


And Beſſie, ye ha got a blink: 
Confeſs ye're fow. 


VIL 
Thrice Beſſie farted, ga'e a rift, 
Rubbing her head Sp tift ; 
And ſyne her words fell down like drift, 


Quo” ſhe, I've fa'n upon a ſhift, 


VIII. 
Ken ye the Shetlan-cockle-thell, 
I mind I brought it hame m yell, 
| Gien by the auld n 


Blatter d like hail, 
And ſcratch'd her tail. 


He's Lind to me; 


Frae a n 


E'er croſt the ſea. 
IX. | 


At our new key I'Il ſhipping tack, 
And it I bring blyth Maggic back, | 
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ron Jar who lives in 
ſaw her laſt night in a dream, 


mn Rok Gl ee threes | 
Like Cu'roſs- cat, 


She from a rape draws milk and ercam 
Will ll a pat 


Aid Slamer ca; 
That ſhe's cauld dead the carle will hope, 


And breath'd'her laſt. - 
And when I —— 
My boat ſhall her thro' the town, 
rr 


Syne baith eranih'd in the air | 
And luckie faw their face naeamair, 
Bu han ea he by 


_— — ow — - . 
PPP * 
p 1 


r 


OO OC — ¼ — — — - 
- 
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RV. 
At night when ſutors leave their 
And come laden hame with 
yo po ptr oe ging why 
To laſt till ten, 
Luckie heard a' the doors gi'e gingles, 
XVI. | 


Saying, Swith to the door, and meet 
MEG — in her 


ws 


goes, 
nog wa hey -;” | nel 
Puts ſpectacles upon her noſe ; 


The meitle De' il take her with | | 
His cloven feet ; 
* TI gie my aith, 
I winna' cat. 


XIX. 
At when ſhe ſaw the milk-white gait, 
She gather'd up her heels in haſte, 
Fall in a gutter to te wailt, 


Quoth ſhe, was ever ane ſae taiſt ? 


There lay again ; 
I ſ{-arce dow grai '. 


Maggie ſaid, and ſhe 
C.maner, I think my 


. 


Tuis 
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This day I've been wi” faſhious folk, 


They brought me in an unco' lock, 
Wae worth them a'. 
| n | 
They ſang kirk- tunes. and gart me dance, 
Fean nor they were a' ſent to France, 
Until 1 fell into a trance, 


I cannot tell you how to ſcance 


As CerI ſaw; 


Cauld be their caſt ; 
On a' that's paſt. 


XXII. 
J trow to be with them's nac mows ; 
I took them a' for worry-cows ; 
Sair did my heart fa in the hows, 


I di'nae loe their powder'd pows, 


They bade me ay make clear confeſſion; 
And tald me of my great tranſgreſſion; 
It was an unc kind of ſethon, 


I never met wi fic oppreſſion, 


Before I were wi' them, I fwear, 
Id rather drink dub- water here; 
They*ve got a lang toom wooden-Mear 
| Io dance upon: 
And wha's their chaplain, will you hear, 
| Our ain Meſs John. 


Sib to auld nick: 
Sin I was quick, 


XXV. 

J joe Meſs John, Lord len him heal, 
Atltho' I länna' meikle ſhill, 

I think be preaches unco' well; 

Well may he be: 

But frac zon liearers, and the de il, 
The Lord keep me. 

XXVI. 
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XXVI. 
To clim yon ſtair is nae ſinaꝰ taſk, 
As high's the Kirk of Inneraſk ; 
And o'er my face they drew a maſk, 
I cou'd hae fee, 


Whan near the tap of 2 o the tree, 
As if they'd cry'd, come a” to me; 
Danſily cheeck for chow fat we, 
Are d been great, 


Wha then could thought we wad nae gree ? 
But bide ye yet. 


He flighter'd every arm and leg, 
And made a noiſe o war of Mo, 


O! but I gat a deſperate fleg, 


* WR Pat me half daft; 
Ivo I'd rather gan | 
XXX. 


At firſt I wonder d what he mean d, 
Nae pity ſhaw'd whan I complain d; 
But thea he girat like a bell. Kind, | 

And o'er me threw : 
Wow but he be an ill back-friend 


XXXI. 


aff of 
eee 
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mern . 
Een let them make a firie-farie, 


They'll no catch me. 
XXXII 
And crawl'd, and cry'd, and claw d her hips, 
For nae gear wad I born your ſnips, 


But ſen your e gotten out o's grips, 


It was unlucky; 


Ye winnae hang, I fear you drown 
Among goed licker. 
XXIV 


* * — . 
Xe 


Come take a drink, and tell the way, 
Le was ill guided, ſome folk fay; 


They ſet to greet and 3 
| line OY 'The folk in black 


Flockt in and pa'e 

| — 1 A lang dry crack. 
VI. | | 

Quoth Mac, when in yon curſed ſpot, 

Where never ſaul can win a 


Nane of them came to wet my throat, 
I cquld not make a better o't, 


I pray'd my fill. 
Py XVI. 
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XXVII. 
The red-coats drag d me to red gowns, 


O!] but they be a byke o lowns, 
They're war nor a our Scots dragoons, 


Iwadha'e hs 4 


Ay ſpeaking law, 


To've been awa- 


A cheeld,. n Dempſter, gaꝰe a rair, 
1 wiſh that fellow ne'er ſpeak mair, 


Fain wad I flung him o'er the ſtair, 
But e'er I kend, 
My ſpauls plaid quake, and a” my hair, 
Stoduponend. 


As they made me 


They cannot gj'c. 
XL. 


Out o'er the hallon keikt Nans Blair, 
>> thy 9 are ye chere, 
ere Cen wyle o ware, 
N An' ſonſie dear, 
My heart's grown glade that was fr' fair 


And put a life out, which I wad 


To fee you here. 
XLI. 


Wha wad ha'e tald this 
This day we wad ſeen fic a ſight, 
e right 
In their noddle, 
We wed ene ofen far yur poor wight, 
A bare boddle. 
XLII. 


5 I mind tale my grandam 
We'll could the contin caring crc 


49 


. 
1 
$4 
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Croſſes that bring folk maiſt to wrack, 


ſome ſma 3 
— = 
To make you fain. 
XLIII. 
1a be falk bang d for be anither, 
For, if I may believe my mither, 
She ſwears to me, 


We'll beggars die. 
XLIV. 


Now, Maggie, I'll harle in the ſtool, 
Altho' the ſowin-pat ſhould cool, 
Fegs I could clatter here till yule, 


We drink ſac faſt with ane anither, 


And no think lang : 


Mes, tell me, ine 


XLV. 
Quo? Ma, let me my ſtory tell, 
Soon as I frac the gallows fell, 
I came awa' in cockle-ſhell, 


Is't fair to hang 


Followed by mony a whore and bawd, 


And mony a murdering ſurgeon lad, 


I thought wi' Knives and ſheers they wad, 


up my wame. 
Vn. 
] took a reſt at pepper - mill, | 
A het-pint and a double pill, 
Indeed it did not do me ill ; 
But meikle good; 


Pate Purdie, wha has ſkill, 
gh good — WT PIETY 
XLVII. 
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[1 tell e, 2 think he, 


EPILOGUE to MS Dicxzon's Loup 
from the Ladder. 
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III. 
Juſt now my one foot's turned out, 
My other ſoon will follow, 
Then hangman John gave out the ſhout, 
Tue de il contound the fellow. 
. 
And now I'm waving in the wind, 
And from the wail h 
Good people take a ws 4 + BY 
For now by Jove I'm worry'd. 


A TALE of a Mu1R-COCK- 


ROM anticnt neſt did ſpring a droll muir-cock, 
Who gravely preach'd to all the feather'd flock ; 
The te war hand to be no bird of brains, 
- dye be vs he pick'd up wholeſom grains. 
idiot birds did round their paſtor throng, 
And liften'd to his heather-blitter ſong. 
Two neſts he had; from whence he'd weekly preach, 
By law iecur'd, and out of danger's reach. 
Had not he ſaid, that title to the crown 
he eigle had, was juſt as bad's his own ; 
W..ich being join'd with an exceſſive drouth, 
The C:nhedrimn of birds ſhut up his mouth. 
Such vs his drouth, he could have drunk the fea, 
Tho' birds of grace ſhould always fober be. 
H- never preach'd fave at a river's brink, 
Nandb'd in his beak, and guzled down the drink. 
H- loft Lis text when on a naked rock, 
But liquor pat freſh ſpirits in the cock. 
$9 loi bis ſtipends, aimoſt loſt Lis breath, 
For he lay hungry on the naked heath: 
Nit dhiriag wedlock with a Oy muir-hen, 
Wa canting had amongſt the moſt of men, 
She was related to the birds of grandeur, 


— and to each buſh did wander; 


And 


On SEvERAL OCCASIONS: 53 


And cry'd and ly'd, till her rich friends did give 

Fund for herſelf” and cock and pout to live : 

Whilſt he thro' want and infamy was croſs d, 

Still thinking on the neſt; he loſt ; 

addreſſes to the train, 

That 'd repone him to thoſe neſts again, 
Which they rejected with a cold diſdain. 

re 

I. N f gpt——_ Os 

Intic'd a witlels, -- - we 

With many a G and « fagar 

— — fireams, 

His head's a- float with airy am' rous dreams; 

Feeding and feaſting on the pout's fair face, 

Said, reverend cock, the rites of grace; 

Who, like a grave and venerable cock, 

Did ſay the grace, and made them married folk: 

Bleſt the young birds, and all the drunken goſſips: 

— dulce cauit, volucrem dum "I auceps. 


» 


The Tx1ar of the Murx-cocx. 


ret of old, amongſt the feather'd flock, 
A diet held to try tlũs mad muir-cock, 

Who ſtood indided by a learn'd gormaw, 

The non yus many 


Ius crimes were very and very 
. ane 2 


INDICTMENT. 


MUIR-COCK, you Bend accus'd of being a dae, 


Uſing bad means to purchaſe drink and meat ; 
Tho' you was early conſecrate a 


Cham - godly birds, and turn'd a drunken beaſt. 


Deny'd the eagle's title to the crown; 
. 


Was 
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4 * 


T2F 
1. 
: 


i 
8 


8 


4 


ih 


f 
F 
4 


She had 


TH 
1 


The SENT ENCE. 


MUIR-COCK, for this high aggravated crime, 
We hath you tad » 

 GLED, take him to the Peak of Tenariff, 
There nail his foot ; and to his grief, 
Set drink at diſtance from him for a mock, 
Till vultures wonder and devour the Cock. 


Lvcxy SPENCE LasT Apvice. 


EE times the carlin prain'd and rifted, 
1 Then frae the cod her po ſhe lifted, 
That death nae langer wad be ſhifted, 
She thus began: 
My loving laſſes I maun leave ye, 
But dianac wi' your greeting grieve me, 


Nor 
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Nor wi draunts and deave me, 
| 3 But bring's a gill; 
F 
or faith, my bairns, * 3 
a Black-ey'd Beſs, and mim-mou'd Meg, 
— work or yet to beg, 
W 


Whane'er you meet a fool that's fow, 
That ye're a maiden gar him trow, 
Seem nice, but ſtick to him like glew, 


And whan ſet down, 
Drive at the jango till he ſpew, 


” 
When he's a-ſleep, then dive and 
His ready caſh, his rings or watch : 


Au gin be lives to Hght kis match 
At your ſpunk-box, 
Ne'er ſtand to let the fumbling wretch, 


E'en take the pox. 
Cleek a' ye can be hook or crook, 
Ripe Aka poutch frac nook to nook, 
Be ure to truff his pocket-book, 


That's 
whats „ 


Turn ſweir to pay, 
Anither day. 
But dawt red- coats, | and lt chem car 
Free, for the fou of 
To gi'e them noel nas 
is 9 ** We 
rive brats and kick doups, 
They'll rive your d play te dei. 
8 


— *tis very fair, 


To keep your hearts up 'neath fic croſſes, 


| 
? 
| 
1 
| » 
| 
1 
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There's ae fair croſs attends the craft, 


Forby, my looves, count upo 
Yoo ate curd. and cheeks like roſes, 
Whan jet-black hair, and brigs of noſes; 
Fa' down wi dads; 
Set up for bawds.. 
Wr well cricſh'd loofs I hae been canty,. 
Whane'er the lads wad fain hae faund ye ; 


To try the auld game Taunty Ranty, 
They took advice of me, your aunty, . 


Then up I took my filler ca 
And uiid d benn whites ans. whiles twa ; 
Round in his lug, that there was a 


As haleſom as the well of Spaw, 
But unco blate, 


r 
And were upo' a 
I flade away wi' little din, 


Left conſcience judge, it was a ane 
benniſon come on 


— 


May 
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ne er want the wile of cures 
May they For a fair ſnout; 
Foul fa” the quacks wha that fire ſmoors 


And puts nac out. 
My maliſon light ilka day 


-On them that drink and dinna pay, 
But take a ſnack and rin away ; 


t be their 
man —— 
Lak, gi'e us in anither gill, | 

BA let's take our fill; 


Tul lip away wi” better will, 


The WIF Es Trans. 


No more thanthe's that's ben dead: 
The kufs of Suit I'4 nrar howell, 


Whan I want ſenſe ; 


- * ũ —̃ — 
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For let him ſteal as faſt's he can, 
He'll never make a ſtanding man. 
Poor Dactylus, you'll ſoon be mii d, 
Tl make you flannels and a cheſt; 


Cammeronians come with groans, 

And ſigh upon their martyrs bones, 
To mourn with them 1 will not fal, 
n 
Say Jenny, Belly, Kate and A 

| What ſhall be done to this baſe Man ? 

RG pe gen, | 
Pronounce a verdict of aſſiae 
Go take him to the Weſt-brac-hezd, 
manly wookgy 7 wing wy 
Says Jenny, do not let us 
r 
For ſince he's been ſuch rogue and fool, 
To mangle thus the marriage- tool, 
n 
Let's make a piſs- pot of his facc. 
Te he, quoth Ann and Kate, chat's beſt, 
And we'll ſtrone fine, among the reſt: 
ien 
2 


The Cranacria of a GAUGER. 


GaUtGeR never can be call'd a fool, 

Since he doth all his actions by the rule; 
And yet his; muſt be ſhort abiding, 
Becauſe his rule is very often ſiding. 
By drinking ale be needs not be undone, 
Who gratis ev'ry day hath acceſs to a tun; 
May brandy drink, fo long as he can ſtand, 
Who always hath a cooler ncar at hand : 


He's 


- ” 
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He's s bound by law to break the ſabbath day, 
And either forfeit grace, or forfeit pay. _ 
A GavGex is a ſtrange ſurpriziag creature, 
A greater is ſcarce in nature; 
The more . 
| ty wand and he's always bare. | 

An officer the gauger calls himſelf, 

A noble guardian of the common-wealth 
Tis true that his commiſſion's very broad, 
But his is ſomewhat odd; 

His pen's his pike, an Engliſh yard his ſword, 
Charges with paper guns; and in a word, 
He acther deals tn powder nar ta lend, 


_— —_—— — — — — —— — . — 


— — 2 — 


But ah, ſuch treatment is not to be born! 
Pierces the breaſt of Sir John 


Barley-corn. 
Tis true, Sir John hath crimes cannot be id, 
Me cnc DON - | ———— ap 
Tho ſome are ev ry day cut down, 
Ne Ge 


Fixcy on Lucxy,Woop in the Ca- 
NONGATE, Mar, 1717. 


Cano'pate ! chritch hole, 
Or NEA ao 
Lo EET | 
Ang ng Sy head, 
Wow, but thou has cen a cauld coal 
. To aw indeed! 


F — Þ 


\ a 8 - 
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And echo knall, that 4 may ken hs 


The-wacfou. 
She's dead ſhe 420 1 
Ones o'er! 8 1 
Left us and Willie bund alane, | 
To bleer and greet, to fob and mane, 
And rug our hair, 
Becauſe we'll nel er ſee her again, 
For evermair. 
She as fait as a new prin, 
= her y ſnod and been; 
d upo' your een 
She was a donſy wife, and clean, 
Wi 


It did ane good to fee her tools, 
2 fire-ſide, and 


A hearty lift. 
She ga” us aft haill legs of lamb, 
And did nac hain her mutton-ham ; 
Then ay at Yule, whane'er we came, 
- A bra 3 
Arg was nac that good belly-baum ? 
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The writer lads fou well mind her, 
Farthy was ſhe ; her luck *d her 
Their common mither, ſure nane kinder 

Ever brake bread ; 
She has na? left her maik behind her, 

| But now ſhe's dead. | 

To the ſina' hours we aft ſat till, | 
Nick'd round our toaſts and mill; 

The beſt of bread,. 


God cakes we wanted ne er at 
Wich aften coſt us mony a 

To Akenead. 
And had we checks like Corra's lin, ; 
That a' the warld might hear the din 

Nair frae ilk head; 
She was the wale of a' her kin, 
But now ſhe's dead. 
O'Lvcxy Woop "tis hard to bear 


Erilrar kn. 


Woop, 
. faith in: 
Who was nu fr 
While ſhe winn'd here, 

To cram our wames for naething. 


The Character of a VIX TNER. 


„re Sodom, perverſe helliſh race ! 
„ the ugly features of your face, 


in every room, 
To fe your kn, ad your rel om: 
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It puzzles ſome, but never purzl'd me, | 


Divines have laid it out in diff rent ſhapes, 
But I maintain it was a bunch of or: 


With which the devil fuddled the firſt madam, 
And, drunken dame, ſhe did the fame to Adam : 
So drinking was the crime 'd the fall, 

Runs in a blood ; for drinking damns us all. 
| The patriarch, Noah; grew a vintaer too, 
Drunk claret- wine till he begun to ſpew, 
So water drown'd th'old world; and claret drown'd the 


new. 
What makes the Alcor'n's 


What makes the rake; the 


No macers lungs did bawl the rolls of bell; 
Nor did the butchers mangle down the beait ; 
Nor yet deluded by deſigning prick : 

But when the vintner did hang out his ſign, 
The world grew ſunk in vice and clarct-winc. 


ELEGY 
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EL ECT on Maccry JoxnsToON, who 
died a 1711. . 


A U LD Recky mourn in fable hue, 
Fenn nets A 
To bra tippony bid adieu, | 
4 Which we with greed, 
But ah! ſhe's dead. 
To tell the truth now, Maggy dang, 
— we cage 
For lairds and ſutors a* did gang, 
4  _ Teo dnak bedeen; 
The barn and yard was aft fac 


We drank and drew and fill'd agai 
O wow ! but we were blyth and fan; 


Fou cloſs we us'd to drink and rent, 
Untill we baith did 
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Whan we were wearied at the the gef, 


Then Maggy Jobnſton houff, 
Now a 'our gimſters may Ge doul, 
Wr hearts like lead, 


Der t'1 wi' his reach'd her a youft, 

| N And ſae ſhe's dead. 
Maun we be forc'd ner,. | 

For which we will right fair 

Ot haſt thou ef to iran 


. 
And muckle fpecd ; 
Now was worth death, our ſport's a” loft, 


And whan the dawn begoud to glow, 
1 hirfſed up my cizzy pow, : 
Frae mang thc corn, like worry-kow, 


And kend nae mair than if a ew, 
How I came there. 
Some {aid it was the pith of broom, 
That the ſtow d in her maſking loom, 
Which in our heads rais d fic a hom, 
1 
Bat Hl d ou Lead. 
But now ſince hs fie GaN | 
ht 6's beſt ce pt 
But when we're return to 
Without remead ; 
* uc take it in diſguſt, 
Tait Mergy's dead. 
Of 
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Ot warldly comforts ſhe was riie, 

And liv'd a lang and hearty lite, 
Right free of care, or toil, er fake, 

Till ſhe was ftale ; 
And kend to be a kanny wite 

At brewing ale. 
Of brewers a pon" $94 >< rag 
Let a'thy goſſies yell, 

And, without feed, 
Gueſs whether ye're in beaven or hell, 

| They're ſure ye re dead. 


EPITA H. 


O rare MAGS JonnsTon! 
The Character of a WTA. 


is the greateſt prince in nature, 
— — 


But the whipman guides him, he's ſecure, 
—— 
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Sockes 


N Mee an — —— . — — Fe g n __ * * — 


 Erecy on 
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"Sts in the CaxTezs Hall in 
—_—_—  ';.. 5 


(PEAT God, whoſe potent arm does drive the fun, 
Fee OG. time ſhall run : 
drove ſacred O 
mow ye dre n.. 
Increaſe and ty hte charity. eh 
Lord, be its 


Thy Ming Lond, i Gun 


oN Cour x, Kirk-trea- 
s Man, Ag 1714. 


Warn you a to greet and drone, 
dead, ohon! clon! 
To 61th ; 


Could fr 


ſur 


He gart them good bill-ſiller pay, 
Of whore-hunting he got — ok 
Aud made by't mony 71 
| Of lis bra' poſt he thought nae ll, 
Nor did zu necd, 


Now they may make a kirk and mill | 
O't, lince he's dead. 


Altho' 
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Altho' he was nac man of weir, 
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May be to O fremit blood, 
'Tis an ill wind that does na blaw 


2 ng. =. TY 
To draw his word, and make a faird 
| In their defence ; 


ann,, 


There maun they they lye till ſober grown ; 
an 
to a 

Syne after a. his ready .— "_ 
8 L 

He damns the whore. 
And ſhe, poor jade, yr 
k faces Lab eyed 


— ny ta 
wame, 


And Aka month a well paid fein- 
To make her teme. 


hat 1 

To quat ip he. was 1 i 

0 = x +" 
PoSTSCRI-P r. 

OF unquhile John to lie or ban, 
Shews but ill-wifl, and looks right ſhan ; - 
But ſome tell odd tales of the man, — 

* Since he was dead. 
Keek but up 


On Sunday moraing, 


On SEVERAL Qccasrons. 


ie 
222 roaſted meat, 
U i men | —— 2 
Dr 
ſtaring in his face, 


3 Tear de ils gas den, make that the grace · 
made, O! then he gravely ſays, 


Fer ain he vets bay he penitentl 
s a ſad fin, bat none of mine ; 
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hr „ 
Off oer, go take the milk from yon milk-maids, 
.And their pinners, Since they have no plaids. 
_ The faid, before he made them ſtand, — 
This holy work will four upen our hand. 

But he chaſtis d a worſe tranſgreſſion yet; 
P AR 

eople whoſe are s fwerds, 
Trek their venom to the barns and birds 

ST. hatch'd in ſome neſt, 

Had learn ſong which ſhould not be exprett : 
Hou rang kth, ce dorm age, 


0 that's treaſon bn 
T RS IM 


e ne, dee 
— air, 
You turn a tory moe 
You have boen brad by that. — 422 
Dean of Dumblain, 2 — 


Go, take it to the guard — 4 oem 


Until they fwear the Abj 
| ir before the conſtables and ſeſſion, 
And make an ample and ſincere conteſion. 
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= 

\ Theſe f are an unco kind of folk ; 
This is a worſe than the muir-cock. 

O cou d my batton reach the lav rocks too, 


They're chirping Jamy, Yo Jamy, juſt like you. 
I hate birds that lead malignant 
ee a — 
The Captain {mil'd to ſee the merry jeſt, 
aaa At 


The Lirs and Acrs of, or an Ef ar 


on PATIE BIKNIE. 


'The famous fidler of 
Who gart the lieges 
Aft till the cock — 


Tho' baith his weeds and mirth were pirny ; 
He rous'd the things were longeſt worn: 


The brown ale-barrel was his kirn ay, 
And faithfully he toom'd his horn; 
Sac we can fay of ParIE BIxxXIE. 


And then beſides his valiant acts, 
42 ——— acks. _ 
AB. SIMPSON. 


N ſonnet flee; the man I ſing, 
His rare engine in rhyme ſhall ring; 
Who flaid the ſtick out o'er the ftiing, 
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And crave their pardon that ſac 
MAS, cate; 
Syne his bread--;inner out he'd bang, 

And fa' to bumming. 
Your honour's father, dead and gane, 
For hin he firſt wad make his mane, 
But ſoon his face cou'd make you fain, 


When he did ſough, 
CIS — — 


And gar them ſtout to battle ſten' 
Withoutten fear. 


The hana of am: ye all hear; 


* Toque tics r, ſepton, 
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| 1 O Johnny Stocks! What comes of thee ? 
1 Tiy Bene gue, e 
1 Birnie gane, never 
th * 
4 Upon a table. 
1 How plexſant ort to ſee thee Gade, 
qi And dance fac finely to his fiddle, 
F ,: 
| 
| 
| 
| 1 r 
| 323 Pate aft green d to geld him, 
aw'd amends, and that he tell'd him, 
| And bann'd to do't, 
He took the tid, n 
or 2 recruit. 


Pate was a carle of 


canny ſenſe; 
And want: uc'er a right bein ſpence, 


{ Burt laid up dollars in defence 


Wal zadgiag 1 
| 2 w_ Cor'd tand for wit. 
| Y fowk tak 3 
| Anes thraw ut — 1 
4 Hia in, while Litter meat was het; 
Il ** 3 
Bi Flang fiddle o'er =p 
bl But profit may ariſe frae loſs, * 
Ti Sac Pate gat comfort by his croſs ; 
k [7 —— ; 
114 Mair ger fis ita gent'e fes 
Than bought a new ane. 
When 
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Ld ym nt 

To d for, 

He ne er wad drink ſu mair ; 

He jrov'd the auld man to a hair, 
Strut ilka night. 

To wile him frac his wanton ways, | 

And tell'd him of his iſe twioe: 


| = ig 
they faught. 


For to a Britain be it kend, 
He i not dead. 


A Dialogue betwixt a MaLiT-Man and 


an EXCISE-MAN. 
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T7LUSH'D with a double draught of double ftrong, | 


A merry malt-man took his morning fong ; 


SCOTS POEMS 
Gives him freſh liquor, fince his old is Hale, 


Ceres prieſt, 
ſtraw makes 
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Kicking the beſom, round the floor be 
And threw a firlot at tac * 


Ani wark you thaw? tee four 
'Then dry you on their ever kill. 
1 — i 
Sud, O my wat nw ane? 
Ah! ——— 
erer . 

blood, we 1 
1 


with helliſh nal, 


Thy pe, like woods, dauc'd on the wat” brine, 
To fetch the Indies to our native clime; W 


rn 
laſgow, — that makes thee poor ? 


arms at ; 
_ - 
80 . 2 Tf thy Egitaph on tone. 


Sir Joux BarL EYCORN'S EPITAPH. 


AN old bold warrdor lies within this clay, 
Who knock'd n—_  — i ; 
At laſt, he was betra 'd by treach'rous fellows, 
In the fame way in they mund red Wallace: 
What — was done 
Ia Lig tis they cut Be natan's throat.” 


56 SCOTS POEMS 


The Life and Death of the Prezx of 
K1LBARCHAN3z 

OR, t 

The EPIT APH of Habbie 

He made his cheeks as red as cramſon, 

And bobbed when be blew his baps. 


Ie 1 BARCHAN annoy ty alas ! 
For ſhe bath loſt her game and prace, 
But what remead, 


For co cum een Gt COS 8 


Now who ſhall play, the day it daws ? 
Or, hunt up when the cock he craws? 
Or, who can for our kirk-towa's cauſe, 

| Stand us in ſtead ? 


Hab. what needs ier? 
Simpſon could, 2 
So Lindly to his nei 


For Habby's dead. 
At fairs he play'd before the 
y graithed in their 
Jacks and Bites tb ebice then, 
| Like ony bead: 
Now who ſhall play before fie weir-ren 
5 Sin Habby's dead ? 
At clark-p vs when wont to come, 
His j ii e Ly tiwly to the drum, 


And, 
Steel 
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Like bikes of bees he gat d it bum, 
And tun d his reed; 
But now our pipes may a' ſing dumb, 

Sin" Habby's dead. 


And at horſe-races mony a 
Before tne black, Foy > Sy gray, 
He gar d his pipe, when he did play, 5 


9318 

But now we , 998 
Tor Habby's dead. 

So well's be keeped his decorum, 

And all the ſtots of Whip-Meg-Morum, 

He flew a man, and waes me tor him, | 

A PEPE PR 

To fee him teethles auld and teup 

But now he's dead. 


Ay when he play d the gaith *d, 
ee e 


3 
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On ſabbath days his cape was fodder, 


Ia the lick-yard bis mnare thonk A 
Where he lies dead. 


A TALE 4 a Beav and a BaRBER. 


1 
my exe firms | | 
Ao 2 — i abe barber and bean 
The Buttering £9 came to has chin, 
= — 5 a th oe 
ver he was 
| Gave to his wife the razor and the ſoap, 


oe Slat r ©... = 


Came with the paddle to decide the ſtrife, 
r s out, 

Untill che blood as faſt as | 
He cum d and cry 4 44 825 


| What had yo 2 1 2 we 
hay ed, got you dll, On 


On a MisSER. 


' | Filly your! hoes buy gating 
x | 3 00 Made Lads. | 
D old feathers lay, 
Whilſt I to them did moit devoutly tray. 


How 


On Severar Occasions. 79 
How could I think their godſhips 


M td An 
a A bear's was eine 1 bluſh to tell | | 
And poinded all n welt, 8 | 

to | 
T'd caſy been, but La of all bereav'd, | ; 
Winner became of me, had al wy ods bn a , 


The SELF-TORMENTOR. 


Hi 


w—_— 
8 ＋ 
. Ft 


7 — e 


and 
—— good ſenſe, 


of 
not truſt a g 


177 


Who Union hates; ſhe's ſtill for 
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The EpinsBurkGn Map. 


EW of the and wiſe delight to go, 
EAN or idlc -ſhow ; 
youth, and thoſe. wi 


SS 


Her drink is blood, yet never did ſhe. piſh. 
She hath no tlroat, "ard yet a very glutton, 


How does ſhe gormandize a craig of mutton ? 
No angry words doth either ſpeak 
Nor fight, but hath a moſt 
No party woman, and it is 
For equally ſhe wounds the 


Surely N 


Yet, ah! à very ſtrange reward he | 
The Jezabel kifs'd him, ror par $-4 
Some do conclude, ſhe's 1 
And now a life of penitence 
For ev'ry time ſhe goes to take the air, 
. 


age decay d, 
ain EN 
No German monſter, ugly to the eye; 


1 
1 
E 
D 
L 
Y 
A 
F 
Y 
bY 
S 
G 


kd s FL. 
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Thrice fifty years ago this Mazp was ſeen, 
ebe. 
Her man and her 'd gown, 
iſtinguiſh her from ladies of the town. 
Lying with her the braveſt men have dy'd, 
Yet ſhe's a Mair, which cannot be deny d; 
And moſt recluſely lives like any nun ; 

For ſome years paſt ſhe bath not ſeen zhe Sun. 
e 

See all her trim, and /» - -/ of | 
She lodges at the back of Gold- ſmiths hall; 
Great is the wonder, and the payment ſmall. 


The Pretended Towx-cxr xn. 


By a who borrowed the bell-man's cloak and 

and rung, and repeated the verſes as under thro the 
ſtreets of rgh, at four o clock in the morning, 
May 10. 1720. 


LL you chat in your beds do lye, 
| Turn wame to wame and occupy ; 
And when that you have done your beſt, 
Turn back to back and take your reſt. 
Good morrow my maſters all. 


The Losr MAIDENHEAD. 


WSA 


Robin, with whom I'm blam d, dare freely ſay, 
Whate'er he gave, be nothing wok. away: : 
Ho then can that be loſt which none hath found, 
94 | 
They market's made; are mad, 
Fer | aro ell the woes 3avar tad. * | 
The {pot is extaut, Robin's welcome there, 


* . 


82 SC OTS POEMS 
WII I. and MEG. 


ee 
And we're come here to dine; 
How comes there's ucither ſport nor 
At ſuch a joyful time __ 
| If ver miſe lawful was, 
is on a wedding-day 
Come call the minſtrels and the maids, 
Let them go dance and play. 
Our daddies danc'd ere we were born, 
So did our mianies too, 
Twas ne'er forbidden or yet _— 
NIK 
Meſs Jolin forbad all dancing here, 
I grant tis very true; 
But I have known him hear a tune, 


Advice to „kene, 1332. 
AW _——_ . 
not thy on Wer, 
And not on an 


— 
The CounTxy Wax, 

At Caanv's Kirk on the Green, 1430. 

{ AS ne er in Scotland heard or ſeen | 


Sic and deray ; 
Nouther at F on the green, 


. 


On Severar Occastons. 


As was of woers, as I ween, 
At Chriſt's kirk on a day: 

There came our kitties wathen clean, 
In new Kirtles of gray, 

Fou pay that 


day. 


Alts, 
Their gloves were of the raffel right, 
Their ſhoon were of the ſtraits ; 


Her lire was like the lilly ; 

But the of love was filly ; 
Tho' a her kin had ſworn her dead, 
She wad have but ſweet Willy, 
Alane that day. 


He cheriſh'd her ; ſhe 


4 d fac ſhrill and ſang fac fweet, 
Wiiie Touke took a gre 
4 —— France: 
He us d himſelf as man diſcreet, 
And up the morice-dance 
99 


— — — 1 


He lap till he lay on his lends, 
"While that he hoſtit at baith ends, 
For honour of the feaſt, 
A Robin R „* 
—— u: 
5858 — 
1 IREN ; 
wots, as they twa lupped ! 
i ay that hair was rugged 
— — 


* 
* 


Ane bent a bow, fic ſturt did ſteer him, 
Great ſkaith was to have ſcar d him, 
Th other ſaid, : 


Sae wide that day. 
Wich that a friend of his cry'd, Fy ! 
r 
The bow in flinders flew : 
*Sac was the will of God, trow I, 


'd aff a ſhot with ire, 

He ettled the bairn in at the breaſt, 
The bolt flew o'er the byre : 
Ane cry d, Fy ! he has ſlain a prieſt 

1 
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And fled as fierce as fire 


but that day. 
Then Laurie like a lyon fg. | d 


1 
He hecht to pierce him at the pap, - 
Che = 
He hit him on the wame a wap, 
It buff d like ony bladder; 
His doublet made of leather, | 
W Sav'd him that day. 
boiſterouſly abais'd him, 
5 >, - mg 
And nd Bee Ge les: 
Then with three routs on's arſe they rais'd him, 
And cur'd him out of ſoun', 
 Frac hand that day. 
With forks and flails they lent preat lags, 
Ran ing ney he Bhs, 
With bougers of barns they bit blew caps, 
' While they of bairns made brigs, 
The rair raiſe rudely with the raps, 
When rangs were laid on riggs, 
See where my liking ligos 
— Fou low this day. 
They girn glowred a? at anes, 
— aw of mop 7 
Some with ſtings, ſome pather'd ſtanes, 
— "1 
2 
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To redd can thro' them rummil ; 
He maw'd them down like ony mice, 
He was nae petty Bummil : 
Tho he was wight, he was na wiee, 
With ſic ja to jummil ; 
For frae his thumb they dang a ſlice, 
While he cry'd, Barlafummil, 
| Pm flaia this day. 
When that he ſaw his blood fac red, 
To flee might nac man let him ; 
He ween'd it had been for auld feed, 
He thought, and bade have at bim: 


| waiſt ; 

His body was with blood a' browden, 
He gun'd like ony ghaiſt : 

Her glitt'ring hair that was io gowden 
So hard in love him laiſt, 

That for her ſake he was na yowden, 
While he a mile was chas' d, 

The miller was of manly make, 
To meet him was nac mows ; 


S$SCOTS POEMS 


Ox SEVERAL Occasrons, 


1 
: __ They gat —_ the 


When all chef pea Wd; 
As fierce as flakes of fire-flaught fell, 


Frieks to the field they flocked : 


With a great knocking-mell, 
Tell d him that day. 
r 


Freſh men came in, and hail'd the dools, 
And dang them down in in dails 
Bedeen that day. 
Whan 4 was done, Dick with an aix 
n 
eee 
His wiſe bad him gae hame, Gib Glaiks, 
And ſae did his mither ; 
He tun d, and gave them baith their pails, 
"© J 
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eden bad tone mie an ke, 
And mony a anc hath gotten bis death. 


goodwife of Braith, 
Arm'd wi! a great kail-gully, 
Came belly-ftaught, and loot an aith, 
She'd gar them a' be hooly 
Fou faſt that day. 
We ce nid of Ho BI Rem, 


mony had — 
nnd 21d fac + Fog 
'd . worry-kows; 


Quott fame who v. bad tint ther eynds, 
let's for how a bowls.rows, 


On Sry OccastoNs. 


| Then for a hap upo' the ſands 


Had ; quoth the, ye filthy Nate, 
Ye ſtink o leeks, O 


While the young fwankies on the green 
2 Waller uf ber pony e. 
Wallet wi her pinky e' en, 
"_ d Laurie's dirle, 
And fowk wad threep that did green 
For what wad gar her ſkirl, 
ſome day. 


And 
| 5 will, 


ie me Patie's mill: "IO" 
2 . 'd 5 
— roos'd Ein that had Hl; 

He wad do't better, quoth a calf, 


A fouple ta lor to his trade, 
Ani when their hands he ſhook, 
Ga'e them what he got frac his dad, 
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1 

4 

Quoth Jock, ur laughing like to ri | 

What think ye o SI | i, 
Wining God ond, Il 00 ater utes, 


On SevErat Occasronss 9 


But ſhe wad get anither 
Goodman this day. 

Tam Lutter had a meikle diſh, 

And betwixt ilka tune, 
He laid his lugs in't like a fiſh, 

And ſuck d 1 — 
His were liquor to 

Ha ace was He a mon, 
But he cou'd get nae place 
In, r 


For in clerk-lear he was right prime, 
And could baith write and read, 
And drank fac firm till near a ſtyme 

He could keek on a bead, 
Or book that day. 
| When he was ſtrute, twa ſturdy chicls, 
coming the 
Held up frac cowping o the creels, + 
When he came hame, bis iſe id rel, 


Cry'd out, It was is na beſt, 
To leave a ſupper that was dight,, 
To brownies or a ghaiſt, 
To eat that day. 
On whomelt tubs lay twa lang dalcs, 
On them ſtood mony a goan, 


Some fill'd with brochen, ſome wi kail, 
— 


* 
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In ſtous that day. 
The bride was now laid in her bed; 
Her left leg ho' was flung, | 


| * 
Touhe, — 


That meets a clockin hen; 


And blyth were they. 


The ſouter, miller, firith and Dick, 

Carles that ne er very ſtri 
Be hours, tho' they were aulds _ 

Nor cou'd they e er leave aff that trick, 
But whare ale was ſaid, 


good 
— 


Was ne er in Scotland heard and fen, 


ir wires to ſcald 


een. tho' Auld - nick 
Them ſor t neiſt day. 


E 
7 
4 
J 
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in Sale tete 


dancing and fic jinkin; 

— hat ATA at Gen, 
When laſſes were half wi 

They loſt their feet and baith — 
And mai len- heads gaed clinkin 


And het that day. 
Be that time it was fair fur dayn, 


As fu's the houſe cou'd pang, 
Koo 
2 1 e the ber 


+ and 


— Sik 
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Auld Beſſie, ales Gra, 
Came wi her ain oe Nanny, 


rr pogo 
Wed med the 79 anc and 
was na Canny 3; 
Nor wad they let lucky awa', 
Till ſhe was burnt with bran'y 


Steen dech and faſten *mang the el. 
en 

Came in to get his morning, 128 
Spcir'd gin the bride had tane the tefl, 


And how ſhe loo'd her 
RI LEES == 


| Right well ny: 
Right well red up, —— 
And woers had fu mony; 
I watna how it came to pals, 
She cuttled in wi” Ihnny, 


Dang a her cockernonny | 
But Mauſe 


— 
Look'd thowleſs, dowf and ſleepy; 
Auld 
Ca'd her a poor daft 
"Tis a wile wit tht ken her wierd, 


kend the wyt, and her d, 


To try the fia e. 22 . 
They gar d him cadge this pack. 
No as a ſign he had ta'en pains, 
His wite was nac 


And try wha was mailt ſtark ; 
Till bocrd and floor, and a' did fail 
Wi fpilt ale i the dark; 

Gard Jock's fit ſide, and like a fail, 
Play'd dad, and dang the bark 
Aff s ſhits that day. 
The ſouter, miller, fmith and Dich, 
Et cæl'ra, clols ſat cockin, 

b 1 


On Sxvxxat Occasons. 


95 


Tull 


. — — r a> cn 
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 Quoth ſhe, .this day's wark's be dear bought: 
He bann'd, _— 
Cad her a jad, and aid ſhe might 
Gae hame and ſcum her kin : 
Winnt, lathren, for gin ye ſay ought 
Mair, I'ſe wind you a pirn N 
Ye'll wind a pirn! boar 
e a 
| — 2 favl, 


W drunken 
Quoth ſhe, and apt a tool, 


An it be true that ſome fowk ſays, 
— La r w face, 
7 rave 
Syne W her? 


- 


On Sevenart Occas1oxs. 
The wives and gytling a dout, ; 


As he had ta en the ſturdy ; 
bed, 


Was on their | | 
1 WY faws that day. 


2 — — | 
And in their maws there was nae mank, 
Upon the furms ſome ſaor d: 
Ithers frac aff the bunkers ſank, 
ms & 
| 5 


97 


SCOTS POEMS 


d their noddles w a clank, 
en like a thick ſcull'd lord, 


The v pre goon in bhi, 
His dear the door did lock in, 
O'er wame he clap'd his dock in: 

She fand her lad was not in trim, 

And be this ſame pook token, 

That ilka member, lith and limb, 

Was couple like a docken, 

Bout him that day. 


93 


—_—_— 


The HEAT HEN Heroes; or, VULCAN 
Cuckolded by MARS. 


* | HERE is a little god call'd Love, 
That rules on earth and heaven above, 
In air and ſea and hell below; 
But ſtay, before I further go 
To tell what fort of ſquire is be, 
Tis fit 1 tell his 
His grandſire was, if it be true, 
As tight a god as Cer ye knew 
Tat, e r ge E ger old, 
at, when his godſhip did grow 
His ſon would from the ki throw him, 
And in ſome dirty hole beſtow him; 


gt fon ap bet: 


They ſhould 
— 
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That the refur'd till he was tir d; 


grew deedleſs. 
Thus the ſwi d on till ſhe the c--ds, 

Had drain d off all ch immortal 
| Let the at laſt with child did 


Would it not be a pretty j 

To hen Cod fake ths 2 beaſt; 

Sometimes a bull, ſometimes a ſwan, | 

Sometimes an eagle, We : 
3 


99 ; 


With 
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And why was all this 
But for to ee 
There ye might fee a lovely 


Without her gown, or or boddice; 


With neither hand nor rag before her, 

Wi 2 

| her heavenly charms, 

ovary > bs Hur me wn. ow arms; 

Nay, happy mortal ſure was he, 
ns — 3 

— 7Ly 


— 


Yea, whereſae'er the god did find her, 
He never left ber tll he'd 1--'d ber? 


pranks did this bold archer play, 
That he would ne er let flip one day, 
Unleſs he wounded one or other, 
And very oft it was his mother ; 
_ Like loving fon, he fil contrived, 
To get his mamma foundly fwived. 
She lately was in marriage given, 
To thꝰ uglieſt crooked god in heaven; 
And, if it be not thought uncivil, 

A god more ugly than the devil, 
Vulcan by name, a {mith by trade, 
Who heaven's locks and c 


——— 


made ; 


All day he wrought with' sone ey d fellows, 


— blowing at his bellows; 


— with — and ſtain'd with ſ.noak 3 


who had wrought ſo hard all day, 
Wall the night Ute for play ; 
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Which made the goddeſs, who lov'd fyiving, 
Lye very penſively contriving, 

— 2 eaſe her want ; 

Then to ſhe made complaint: 
— my 


wi - tho =. 
now repents, tho' tis too 
That e er ſhe married ſuch a beaſt, 
. ©, nm > np} x Apna 
He ſnores all night as for a wager, 
And ftinks much worſe than fox or badger ; . 
weep, believe my tears, 


Ah! now I 
But twice he's kiis'd me in two years; 
I'm ſure I ne'er had married ſmith, "| 
Had I not thought he was all pith, 

But now I find my {ad miſtake : 


at your arſe. 
4 — 1 

And pierc'd his godſhip throw and throw ; 
The god, who ne er had lov'd till now, 
Curl'd his noſe and knit his brow, 
Wondring to ſee his ———. riſe, 

From betwixt his brawny thighs ; 

Hey ho! ſays he, pray what's the matter? 
My t--ce gets up, my mouth docs water. 
And now the goddoſs comes in view; 

Ho, Mris Venus is it you ? 

Madam, fo many charms you have, 

That the god of war's your flave ; 

Ta a bad courtier, but I'll tell ye, 

I long to be within your belly; 

Sce how my rouſer does 

Tho not fo long, — 2 

If ye don't yield, my caſe is 

— IH run mad. 


Og ett 
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. on * 


melt in pleaſures face to face. 
Haſt to my bow'r my Be to meet, 
There we our joys ſhall 1 
On beds of roſes we will lye, 


And down his fword and armour laid ; 
of love he flew, 
he ſcarcel knew: | 


Such and — 


But O 1 y between! . 


So fine a breaſt, a face fo fair, 

So ſmooth a ſkin, fuch coal-black hair, 
Her. half-ſhut whilſt thus ſhe lay, 
Twi like ſtars at break of day. 


Ner founF hard to gai and winder 


The God Sith wonder firuck to fee ber, 


4a of mY . 


41 8 1 St a6 EE 6 wh as. & i. 


On Severat Occasrons. 


The mel the goddeſs preſt, 
And — him to her breaſt; 
Thus both diſſolv'd in equal love, 
And in one inſtant ceas d to move. 


Whilſt thus the wearied lovers lay, 
Phabus, the whey-fac'd god of day, 
Paſt unluckily that way. 

He ſaw Mars ly within her arms, 


Poſſeſt of all her heavenly charms; 
To — , and kiks, and play the devil, 
With Vulcan's wife? but Il diſcover, 
How happy ſhe has made her lover. 
And thus unſcen, like wicked knave, 
Away he tript it to the cave, | 
Where Vulcan, —_——— 
Had made an iron-net for 


| Your ſervant, fir, cries honeſt Vulcan, | 
Come, here's health then in a full cann ; 


you f. 
Your wife and Mars is juſt now fwiving, 


See what you have got wiving 3 
Juſt now I ſaw, Fe ne, 


I'd hon | ber) on 

I tell thee, , 
There is a net, you Vulcan made it, 
Take it and o'er the lovers ſpread it, 


Mio, 
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We'll all go fee this brave machine, 
Now tell 252 
Quoth be, It is in Venus bow'r;- 

Amway each god and goddeſs ſcour, 


Elſe better thou hadftknown thy duty,. 
Than thus diſturb thy { —— 


Sinceit's a £welve month fince the laſt time, 


hk. Stk ..4 a4 wk. aaa m0 QÞ.T L HO. f©ckk Oc io_d 6 bb GG oa 


4 


@ 
On Severar. Occastoxs. 


Thy was in her 
Ye gods, take notice what 1 tell ye; 
Fe that would lead an eaſy life, 
Muſt very often kils his wife, 
— —-— 
His ip's with luſty Lorns, 
As has been done to Vulcan here, 
Who fails to ----- but once a year; 
And what is worſe in this contriver, 
He's angry if another fwive her ; 
ye if Venus be to blame: 

__ 1 — 
not a y t---ce, 
Better -d her ficry a-ſe. 
Therefore, I order and decree, 
Vulcan to ſet the lovers free; 
And here I charge him on his life, 
* „ 
Swiving with either god or man, 
To take it as Kindly as be can, 
— — 

Thus ſaid, th' impriſon d pair were freed, 
And all but Vulcan ſatisſi d. 


On che 28th May, G. I. 
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The PxESBYTERTAN POPE. 
——— Who prompts the ſpouſe, 


"To mbe a af ef mit wenn; 
Encourages each beauteous dame, 
To fin without the fear of ſhame ; 


Is of a mongrel diverſe kind, 
Cleric before and lay behind, 


Ae , Ink worthy brother, 
ET preys on grace or fn 


Kirk Treaſurer. TY, how goes the honeſt trade 3 
ö 
I kend whan ye was right 

* * fat and fair. 
At wich my heart was nee” glad, 


But now it's fair. 
I dow na bide to ſee you traiked, 
Wi bachei'd ſhoon, and a-ſe half naked, 
As if the very ſtreets you raked, 

Wi {kin ſae blae, 
The daft young laĩrds ſhould a be 


That lets't be fac. 


Now tell the truth and dinga” fleg, 0 

Was't wi' a beau? 
Anes a“ your cuſtomers I kend; | | 
For then you made a bouy fend, 
And wrought fac cloſs wi daft end, 

aith day and night, 

Ye ay kad bodles for to ſpend, 

Aud that was right. 


Aug. 
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M'g. Sin' you came on, my trad-'s bezn dead, 
tow can young tails ant ke fncad? £9 
Ah! Jolm, K 
04 grip at a', 
I think my very heart will bleed, 
I'll break my gr. 
I canna' get ſalt to my kail, . 


Tho? anes I tauld a bonny tale, 
For twenty ſhillings, as dock-mail, | 
| Each niplit I got, 
But now, ſince trade began to fail, 
Scarce win a groat. 
For ſhould I walk to Abbay Yards, 
Io catch bra' officers and Iairds, 
Invite them in to play at cards, 
And drink and crack, 
Behold a party ef the guards 
| Is at our back. 
A warld's wonder thro' the town, 
Shop-keepers wives cry there's a lown, 
| Halloo the bawd, 
Me to correction-houſe ſend down, 
And put me mad. 
The fowk befure that had your place, 
Wad pity'd me in ſic a caſe ; 
They never pat me to diſgrace, 
" | To mal fic trips, 
My benniſen light on their face, 
We ran ay ſnips. 
kend *twas me that fill'd their banks, 
And kindly faid, Meg, play your prauks 
WY married fowk, we'l! gi' you thanks, 
Fa' clo to wa k; 
Ha'e there's ſilk ſtockings to your thanks, 
* — 
manna 9 
John Couper was their Aid-de-Cong, 
Aft on the ſtreets wi me did gang, 
Taat makes his purk the day face ſtrang. 
5 


Mom 
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Mony kirk-treas'rer I've made rich, 
rere 
Well did I ſett 


rod 


Fy on ye, firs, to lead fic lives, 
Ye that have dainty bairns and wives 
Twere an alms-dced to cut wi knives 


To the M meer e a e, | 
Come in his will ; 
down the talents, or be debtor 
" band or bill. 


By 
X. 7 Na' re Cen worth I row, 
We — ane Eo you = r 


ſnould 
ä 


ee fo 


ha'e there's a bra* new 
— Well may you wear t. 
Meg, you that make a trade of ſinning, 
Shou'd ay be cleanly in your linen, : 
And trip as trig as ouy kinninz | 
Why ſhould ye droop ? | 
Le ve got a better trade than ſpinninꝑ, 


Tw as 
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"Twas a raw ſinner at the game, 
(For at the firſt ye a. thiak ſhame) 
Contri vd them to hide her wame, 


Meg. There's ſome fowk wou'd their mankood try, 
And with a pretty young wench ly, 
For that end would a licence buy, 

And have your leave, 
And that's the thing you'll no deny, 

As l believe. 
Maſter, be pleas'd to tage a fee, 
And frae the cree ie make them free, I” 
What profit is t to you or me, 

fr” To ſpoil their ſport ? 

XK. Treaſ. Meg, bring them here and we'll agree, 
Mee. tk ..— - +a 
; My ma 5s as great as he pope, 
(Papiſt rogue, gie him a rope) 


He keeps a 
Pardons to ſell, 
And he'll turn wond'rous rich I hope, 
5 * 
Popes ſhut up nuns iron-grates, 
But our kind maſter, father 1-8 


In- 
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Inceſt, other ſin, 
BIT neareſt kin, 


Brit, if we have nae thing to ſpare, 
Then we maun rin wi' ſhoulders bare, 
Dalglicth's tawz make us fac fair, 
That they flae us, 
'Thrawn carle ! I'm ſure lic wad nae care 
For to ſlae us. 
K. Treaf. Meg, we ſtay on but for a year, 
If in that time we get un' gear, 
We'll &cn ſtarve when we're auld I fear, 
Be hungry flaves 5 
To ſpeak the truth and not to jcer, 
We're een a' kn- ves. 
Meg. Milter, the greater kn-ve the better, 
The only way for to rife greater, 
—_ 


And tell how much 1 got for 
Twad gar me count with our divines, 

I'm very ſure; 
_—— 

To poor. 
For cheating of the kirk, was curſt, 
He hany'd himſelt, and ſyne he burſt, | 

For ane poor faut, 
Had he in a' our tricks been nurs d, 

He d ne er done that. 
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Tho' we the kirk do daily plunder, 
her out of moay lunder, 
If we hang ourſelves, *will be 2 won ler 


As e'er was heard, 
We'll ne'er commit ſac foul a blunder, 


But we kirk-txeas rers that do woi ſe, 
Are not ftrait lac'd. 
Meg. Maſter, your penſionary's gane; 
Ye ken your awn las Waterſtaue, 
Wae's me the filly ſlut was tane, 
The beſt o' lowns, 
Becauſe ſhe wad na ly her lane, 
But wi' dragoons. 
KX. Treaſ. Meg, — 1 ill news, that the i loft © 
I Gear the wil of ap 
Bar wha think ye ſhall fill her paſt ? 
Gae thro? the town, 
Wyle well, my jo, whate'er it colt, 
There's half a crown. | 
Meg. I ken a chuck of cliver ſenſe, 
The jade was bred wi luckie Spence, 
And new laid too, when ſhe went hence, 
That was nac fool, 
Well did ſhe learn the art to fence, / 
At her ſweet ſchool, 
My winfome dad, nae body's near us, 
Sae wha in a' the warld can hear us, 
Make acts wi' penalties to fear us, 
- And s in awe, 
Ae et cis 
To keep them a. 
Taylors and webſters ne' er were leel, 
Yet tor the good of common weal, 
To gi'e his due een to the de'il, | 
They've ſeal o' cauſe, 
And dezcon too, to gar them fecl 
The weight of laws, 
K 2 | At 
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At Rotterdam the pow'rs, 

And that's a iſh town like ours) 

| lowns in ſtews ſecures; 

z ; The Dutch are wiſe, 
| And put placads upon the doors 

| To tell their price. 
| The auldeſt trade that's in the nation, 

| Amaiſt as auld as the creation, 
Shou'd be made an i 

8 I'm no in joke, 


That wo muy ale wt GO 
| K. Treaſ. naw ts al Meg, —— 


I'm deacon, and I'll take the chair, 
For clerk we ll ha'e the 


E. Neg. 
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K. Treaſ. Ye're ſcyre- wrang, ; for wi' their greeting, 
715 ju. Br Mr. trop. dro 7 


And mony ſcripture-texts ay citing, 


They blaze what's dune baith far and wide, 


And tell fowks names. 


The Kirx-TREASURER'S Creed. 


I Do believe tis in my pow'r. 
T. indulge and tolcrate a whore, 


Wi' a 
| And baith agree. 


The Camrronian Toorn. 


Apiſts, ye er fairly foil'd, think ſhame and bluſhs 
Your various relicks, are not worth a ruſh; 
What's Marys milk, St. Peter's rotten bones, 
When in proceſſion born by humane drones ? 


What 
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That rotten teeth ſhould cure the teeth that's new ? 
Fits of the mother it cures, and vapours too, 


This wonder-working tooth all can do. 
Prevents abortion when ty'd on the 
They wear that tooth where t---ce ſhould be. 


She ſhew'd to me a box wherein lay bi 
The pictures of Cargil and Mr. Kid; | 
A ipliater of the tree on which they're {lain ; 
A double inch of major Weir's beſt cane ; 

Rathillet's fword beat down to | 
Which took at bi 
The wot Welch's 
That windle-ſtraws would fight 


't vs, are 
Tce previews ade guilt the jower of popery. 


Rome's LrGacy to theKirx of Scor- 
LAND; A SATYR on the STOOL of 
REPENTANCE. 


Riſum teneatis amici. 


WHEN. ry was pull'd down in days of yore, 
Haſltily 'd our Albion ſhore 3 


Some 
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Some thinps left behind to prove their claim, 

ee the reverts be me 
A Engliſh prelates, 

And their repenting-ſtools to Scottiſh zealots. 

In theſe love-tokens both ſuch pleaſure take, 

Asif n 

The firſt my muſe may ere ; 

The laſt ſhall be the ſubject of this ſong. 

Hall eg ant SF le Roman See! 

Old, 2 8 

prĩeſt- cr aft lorded o'er the rights of man; 

And men of royal blood did meanly go 

To antichriſt at Ko:ne, and kiſs d his toe. 

When the blind laity mumbl'd o'er their beads, 

Ave Marias ſang and Latin creeds ; 


Trick'd by delyning _—_ and monks with ſhaven heads. 


Penance was broact:'d : by pio.:s frauds betray'd, 
The laity ſwallow'd ul thot prieſt- craft ſaid. 
Religion ſunk with tales, there did d 

A wafer worſhip, and a Gad of biead. 

So artfully the pricfts Kd th' eaiy fools, = 
That, cloath'd in ſac a- clotli on repenti 

They thought thcir mortal fins were all forgiv'n, 
And this the mciitorious way to he. 

By the ſame picſt-cratt «we we cuain'd ſecure, 
Tho we've reno ud U uſum ang papal pow r 
The trick prev ails, or Gn and our ſhame, 

With ſuch effects as I'm afraid to name. 
| How dare iclts of this Kon ah idol boaſt, 
Which hath ſuch blood and ſuch damnaticn coſt ? 
If we conſult our records, there we'll ſee, 
”Thas made a hundred on a gibbet die. 
Wick doth ane tees and rery ne eva 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Fe uful ſhe falls into Belſhazzar's fit, 
e 
ntouch'd with remorſe, ſue doth not mourn,. 
pos aye — 
No, no, the doth not think on bean or bell; 
On the her do dwell : 
The terrors of that awful ſeat 
| ny the liſtens to the Devil's tales. 
atan ſuggeſts, for he's a cunning foe, ; 
And will ye to your ſhame and ruin go ; 
oy mans. Jpn ay ir ag 


You'll live, and never ned — a match: 
Think on a way to «cep the name of maid 3 
And thus the poor unthiu:.ing girl's betray'd. 
The hen-wite and old nurie, Baer fatal Rind, 
Contrive, and ſoon find out the murd' ring means; 
And the goes on, while Satan holds the reins, 
Untill ſhe gets a halter for her pains : | 
For that's the puniſhment of wicked fools ; 
And the reſult of our repenting-ſtools. 

My muſe record, and don't pricſts odium fear, 
How once they {rv'd a noble cavalier : 
Becauſe that he tranſgreſs'd the ſeventh command, 


dragg d him to the ſtool, there made him ſtand, 


Cloathed in ſackcloath, that weed, 
And a fpiritual barber ſhav'd his 

With paſſion mad, thus to be made a je 

He drew a knife and ſheath'd it in his hy 


Tell me, ye prieſts, why doth there never ſtand 


Upon ſtools the nobles of the land ? 

Is it like cob-webs, which fmall flies do catch, 
But cannot hold the great ones and the rich ? 
Oh ! this is partial in the pitch. 

The pious trickſters in che days of old, 


Grownrich with turn'd fierce and bold, 
Compell'd ow who did aid their ki 
Tor loyalty with them's a dangerous thing) 


5 
; 


1 


// r 588828 
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T abjure the Stewarts title to the crown, 
n 


2 —V— — a 
At Scoon, were kings con nenc'd their regal 

Their ſacred fillets wet with Aaron's oil ; 

Where the royal purple robes on, 

And i n recei vd — — 

＋ al Charles, , 

— ary ay; 

-N 

12 cromde 

This ſaucy cloak upbraids the Stewarts race; 

And ſpits its venom ĩn the ſovereign's face. 

Fanatic fetters held the god- like man, 

1 — ch began: 

<« Sir, openl _ 

2 

„ Your fathers bow d their kne. — Book, - 

* And were a plague unto our [ 

their hands the Lord of hoſts, 


* Will ye the cov'nant's int'reſt now betroth, 

4 And take it for your coronation oath ? 

<« With all your power i withſtand, 

Support the reformation in hand; 

= And diſappoint your godly peoples fears? 

„ Orellc you'l find your crown, acrown of bre 
Yeſ: bow not to the caſt, 

Nor, when the ſermon's done, ſalute the prieſt. 

With awful rev” rence give a lowly bow, 

To this exalted ſtool, the royal pew. 

| Pay homage to it as a regal chair, 

Since ſo / reign majeſty did once ſtand there. 
My mu relate the eloquence of Cant, 
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White is my head, and green my tail, 
« I'm made of feb, aud fk you know is fra. 
Werc't not » ants ſuſt "BY 
Who've auch of tine act ours tate i 
Blyth folk would wiſh that ſtools would fill remain, 
*Tis ſuch diverſion when the men ſtand there, 
As Fabius tells the tale with pleaſant air ; 
Bare- headed beadles uſher to the ſeat, 
I walk in pomp like miniſter of ſtate; 
When I the ſolemm ſackcloath weed do wear, 
And gravely mount the penetential chair, 
My gown arreſts the eyes of all the flock, 
Who mocks the preacher threſhing in his cloak; 
There I in triumph fit *bove every whig, 
_ Adjuſt my rie 
Spread wide the badge of ſin to my cloaths, 
And with a napkin bruſh my filken hoſe ; 
2 ifperi ng 
5 inner, tec lis ſhapes 


Say . 
But their mammas wl pa kiſs, 
Tremblc, left I ſhould tell Meſs my miſſes ; 


Proclaim in noon-day what I've done in 

And point at all the cuckoids in the kirk. 

A matron midwite, rock ng on her knee 

A new-born child, looks up and ſmiles on me: 

Dcthinks I hear the ſuf cr. l. uate jade, 

Say, B on the man keeps up the trade: 

ty on them ! makes Lim climb that rotten chair, 

r' vere fitter far to ſend our fumblers there. 
A Scene ot objects opens to my view, 

Conceal'd trom thdle lock'd in a lower pew ; 

Sometimes I on the window caſt mine eye, 

And ſee a ſabtile ſpider pinch a fly, 

Tue feeble warriors combat in the field, 

Till the poor captive fly is forc'd to yield, 
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And the proud victor trails her to his den, 
With as much triumph as prevails *morg men. 
Then turning to the pillars, there I read, 

The honours on th' eſcutcheons of the fad; 
Tall herocs who in m_ made a 

Theſc tatter d * their valour prove; 
But I'm the bring monument of love. 


Weaned with caſe, my meditation falls, 

On texts of icripture, paſted on the walls: 
Nevoutly I peruſe our Saviour*s yer, 

Full of 2mazcment that I fee it 

The pious criminal maintains its place, 
Altho' expell'd the houſe with deep diſgrace : 
I read the ten commands; but one ſhort line, 
Makes me ſoon wiſh they were reduc'd to nine; 


That line makes me ſtand here, and now Meſs John ? 


Knits his ſtern brow, and —_ a canting toue, 
Acquam . al's coming on: 

The Judge wrap'd up in 1 cloak. 

The ſcarlet chequer uer'd with the ermine ſhew, 
That as they ve juſtice, ſo they've mercy too : 

But O! I tremble, and 1 ſcratch my lug, 

To be impeach'd before a louſe-bare rug. 
Round a long table, near the pulpit foot, 

Do fitteen elders of the inqueſt fit ; 

To ſhow that they the proceſs underſtand, 

Each hath a corprs juris in his hand, 

With ſilver claſps and fine Geneva notes, 

Which demurcly mumble thro” their tliroats; 
A clumſy fiſcal in the deſk doth ſtand, 

Holding a ſhort N lis hand 
The jultice-general in y chair, 

Takes it, and reads it, with phanatic air, 

Making a long diſcourſe, half pre: aching and half pray'r, 
Repeats my youthful feats in Venus war, 
For which I'm made a panncl at his bar. 

I riſe, make legs, and bow to all the court, 
Some burſt with laughter at the pleaſant ſſ ort; 
| I pull my napkin out aud wipe my checks, 
Asif 1 wept at every as nd 
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I wiing my s, and diſtort my face, 
Which he concludes are certain marks of grace. 


T'abſolve and purge me from my deadly fin ; 
Diſmiſ'd with joy, and reeling down the ſtair, 
I ruſh to the embraces of my fair. 
A roll of fins hath got the clergy's ſcore, 
A good encouraę t to ſin the more; 
So honeſt debtors, when their bills are paid, 
For to contract a- new are not afraid. 
Nor dare I ſay that our diviſion's leſs, 
When on the ſtool appears the buxom Bek, 
For anti-nuptial dalliance with her ſpouſe, 
-\ltho* *twas ratified with marriage vos; 
And all the crime ſhe did, was for to cat, 
Before Meſs John had conſecrate the meat. 
Both her clean tartan plaid, and pown of grey, 
Do native innocence and charms diſplay: 
Before her face the gilded bible lay; | 
Well may ſhe on the ſacred papes look, 
There's no indictment gainſt her in that book. 
Now, when Meſs John has wreſtl'd out the plas, 
e leers about and blinks on bony Beſs. 
Commands her for to lay her plaid aſide, 
Which from the wanton lads her charms do hide; 
She gathers up her limbs, bows with her tail, 
Which he muſt pelt with a ſpiritual flail. 
He tugs his cloak, and then begins the wark, 
O yo Beſſy, you have a black mark. 
An arch wag ſays, ! Meſs John that's gainſt the law, 
«© Toſay the thing is black you never ſaw.” 
Beſs bl and ſhe knows not what to ſay, 
All eyes are on her tenement of clay. 
The old wives mutter, ſure Mcſs is dreaming, 
Why ſhould not Beſs be like to other women. 
But Pettiegrew goes on to reprimand, 
Whilſt all the people on their tiptocs ſtand; 
Was t not the devil did your heart betray, 
« Or elſe you'd keep the feaſt till the feaſt day. 
cc You know the ſillieſt herd lifts off his bonnet, 
cc Before he takes his cog, and ſays a ſonnet; 
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* But you threw up your gammonds in the bed 
" 1 loſt me” ap hav 
«« Befly, an unco haſte you have be been in, 

That could not wait till I my gloves did win; 
* I'm ſure, *twas very far from being civil, 
«© To get your eldeſt bairn before the devil.” 
And thus Meſs John goes on to act his play, 
Till all the people laugh, and run away. 

Thanks to the kirk, who thus ſupports her pow'r, 

After the model of the Romiſh whore. 


Bu RN BANK and Faicaney's Indictment. 


ANNELS, you are indicted as raſcals, 
By us women and procurator- fiſcals. 

Wherca; by laws divinc and human, 
Which bind the monarch and the plowman, 
We women, daughters of old Eve, 
A ſeal of cauſe and pri lege have, 
Whereby the men are bound to pleaſe 
Our ſex, and ſerve us on their knees; 
For which by nature they're provided, 
With gifts that ſhould be rightly guided. 
That 's look'd upon as no man, 
Who has no talents for a woman : 
We Aae with = him, 
Unlei it be to piſs upon him. 
*Tis true i by our confeſſion, 
The gifts are in their own policiſion 3 


Or elſe necd not think to live: 
And he who wrongs our kittle three, 
Touches the apple of our eye. 
— — 
A | | are of opinion, 
We have a large and ample charter, 
Who breaks it, does deſerve a halter. 
Tet notwi this December, 
(Which we with grief of heart remember) 

L2 The 
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The villains, Faichney and Burnb--s, | 


Trampled on our antient laws; 

As free of grace, as free of boddles, 
Seiz'd on an honeſt s d--di--s; 
As they the ſeal of caule did handle, 
They rudely burnt it with a candle: 


Aud like the end they'll make, we hope, 


This being prov'd before a jury, 

(And theſe are facts we can aſſure ye) 
By the law of retaliation, 

Laws of this and every nation, 

| They ſhould be publick wonders made, 
Get Hangy's taws on ſhoulder-blade, 
Stand ou the trone among the kail-wives, 
Ston'd and rabbl'd by the hail wives, 
Upon the firſt of the new-year, 

Aad there be nailed by the gear, 
Betwixt the hours of twelve and three; 
Syne hang d upon the Gallowlee: 
This is the ſum of our deſires, 


As juſtice and the law requires. 


| INTERLOCUTOR. 
THE ladies having heard complaint, 

They find the bel relevant, 

T' infer the pains of death and trone, 

Ordain that th' evidence 


Lady BALLOP's Spetcn to the Jux. 


REV'REND matrons of aſſize, 
Hear the maids and widows cries : 
All who know a married lite, 
All who hope to be a wife, 
Every female, whig and tory, 
E1'ry one who hears the ſtory, 
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From Dumfries to Aberdeen, 

All 'twixt faxty and fixteen, 

Cry juſtice, juſtice on the fellows, 

Send them to the trone and gallows, 

Wao durſt the poor Priapus touch, 

* hin as of he'd been 1 
riipus -la | 

Bessel illand ſtand; 

He who in's lite had ups and downs, 

Lyes murder d now by helliſh clowns; 

Wherefore cauſe erecute the law, 

And finJ he's murder d by theſe twa. 

Her ſpeech beiag done, th' aſſie did cloſe, 
And thas reported when they roſe. 


VERDICT of the Inqutsr. 
WE the Inqueſt do report, 
Unto the honourable court, 
The facts are proven very clearly, 
Therefore puniſh them ſeverly: 
Tunis we ſign with hearts right canty, 
Neminue contradicente. 


— err of the Court. 
 THEl c 
1 x 
Condern the pannels to the trone, 

To ſtand twixt twelve o' clock and one, 

On firſt of next, 

And have their t Is to cock-ſtool fixt. 

Then carried to the Gallowlce, 

Aad hang'd n three, 

| 3 
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As monuments for time to come ; 
And this we do for doom. 
Lic ſubſcribitur, 
Kath. Knight J. G. Celia Juſtice, 
Diana Love J. C. Mi m Fleſhly, 
Elizabeth Fair-ſervice, Sarah Sinner. 


FAICHNE L's Srzzen on the Ladder. 
AL L ye good people of this ci 

On poor 2 have ſome - hy 
I have got many a lucky throw, 
But the laſt brings me dole and woe; 
Had my judges been young lairds, 
I co:1d nobly play'd my cards; 
But tae 8 ö 
Appointed ſoundly for to ſwitch us. 
Had they ordain'd us, for our vice, 
And lite, butto have thrown the dice, 
Such luck's been always mine, 
F'd have nicked Bankie fine ; 
But they ve caus'd the knave of ſpades, 

ie, paik our ſhoulder-blades. 
Faith, I think, I'm cen fair wrang'd, 
Firſt I'm ſcourg d and then I'm hang'd: 
O pray for a poor pamſter's faul, 


BuRNBANE's Farewel. 


HE Ark, when cramm'd with unclean beaſts, was not 
Half fo polluted as that little boat; 

It bears Burnbanb. whoſe boſom bears all bell, 

Ten troops of devils in his heart do dwell. 

The ſhip he goes in never needs careen, 

Since all the ocean will not waſh her clean; 

So heavy load, we fear, ſhe will not fwim, 

A thouſand tun of curſes go with kim. 

Son of jon! curſed may be be, | 

Ang, like the Gad'ren hogs, be drown'd at ſea. 

Good heav'n preſerve the cargo and the crew, 

And death and hell have pow r of ncne but you. The 
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The Sraman and CarrenTER's Honours. 


Nu regio in terris noſtri non plena laboris. VIIG. 
N ſhip- board went the church at heaven's command, 
When floods of wrath did ſink the ſinful land: 
Noah ſail'd ſafely o'er the liquid graves, 
He ſtecr'd the helm, and God the wind and waves; 
T was the firſt ſhip that on the waters flew, 
All ia it ſaints, beck Gdpper and he corn. 
The holy carpeater was chaplain there, 
Sails, ballaſt, anchor, aud the trade-wind pray'r. 
Within the whale a-praying yu lay, 
No polar ſt ir nor yak may a rigs way: 
A 


Faith was the ri rode; 
— pore 'r inſures a ſhip with God. 
Wien God was go, happy lot! 

A lady's needle built a bulruſh-boat ; 

There Moſes ſafely cou'd have voyag'd far, 
In ſpite of ſtoruns, or toatelt man of war ; 
While wicked 


Pharaoh, in his guarded houſe, 
1 A 2s fir 2 tou. 


apoſtle, Paul, how oft was he 
Fen on land, but fafe upon the ſea ? 
Romans and Jews on heaven's herald trod, 
Seamen carcis d the mighty man of God ; 
Throꝰ diſtant climes he conquer d over fin, 
From ev'ry port te brought the gentilcs in. 
At land vile men ſpit on Chriſt's lacred face, 
Seamen conrets'd lũs power, and be d his grace: 
Hot was their love, and pure as ambient air, 

there. 


Th: ſcaly region — 
Th: Gap ren br Contr 
To him came Peter w 


To honour trade, and give the ſeaman fame, 
Tae Son of God a carpenter became. 


* 
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How would his veſſels make the ſeamen glad ? 
Well might they ſail eternal wiſdom made. 
Seamen wcre the beſt followers Jeſus got, 
The goſpel- church came fi om the fiſning- boat; 
On fiſhing ſouls to chriſt their hearts were ſet, 
And millions caught within the goſpel-net. 
How did a coinleſs Chriſt his taxes pay, 
God of the lobe, and potter of the clay ; 
His frat could have made all Ophir come, 
And Peru vomit up her golden womb : 
He calls a finny-burgher to the land, 
The joyful trout pour'd tribute in his hand. 
O, anchor of our hope! us ſafely keep, 
Who view thy works of wonder in the deep; 
There is thy pow'r dilplay'd, and there may we 
By images pay worſhip unto thee. 
Once thou flept there, a naked plank thy pillow, 
When hurricanes did battle ev'ry billow ; 
Pale thro' a panuick fear thy people grew, 
A ſleeping Saviour, and a ſinking crew: 
But lo! the Lord of life awak d, and he 
Bury'd the winds, and bridl'd up the ſea. | 
| Thy word could make cold carth burn up the ſky, 
Quench all hell's flames, and drink the occan dry: 
Far from the lard no object can we have, 
But heav*n above, beneath a wat'ry grave. 
O bleſſed ! they who look to tice, 
Can find at the of the ſca, 
And hoiſt their ſails to round cternity. 


thou our hearts, when we're with tempeſt driv'n, 


Stay 
And ęilot us into the port of heav'n. 
The STABLERS HoxNOURS. 


1. II. S. 


To ſtabler's bouſe, the divine dame took flight, 

His houſe held more then half of heaven that night. 
A table ferv'd him for i ial rooms, 
Whilſt dazzling crowds of angels were his grooms. 


HERE went the virgin-mother of our Go, 
When nine months pregnant with the heav'nly load ? | 


The 
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The ſtablers fame did quickly fly abroad, 
2 
Hither did kings and cle reſort, 
To fee the humble grandeur of the court. 
Can herald's office greater honour ſhew, 


Than what the King of kings beſtow'd on you. 


The GaxDINERS Howonuss. 


A New-born world the Gard'vers taſk began 
Fair art co-eval with the firſt made man 
Adam's intendant of the bliſsful bow*rs, 


1 ever and ſweet „ 
od breath'd a þ 


There God and man the fed ral tin ade; 

For the firſt temple was a filent ſhade. 

Sin ſow d the weeds which blaſted Eden's bloom, 
) ho vaſes room; 


Chriſt's from his loins, and all 
8 
Was botaniſt, a gard ner from his birth: 
Of all productions his learn d herbal ſpoke, 

From dwarſiſh hyſſop, to the giant oak. 
The eaſtern ſages, when they heard the news 
Of Bethlem's babe, born monarch of the jews, 
Directed by a ſtar, they reach'd his ſeat, 

And offer'd at his feet. 
| They brought no books with laws or logic ſtor'd, 
3 5 
1 
Wan al the icy odours the eat 
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*T was to a garden went to X 
In drops of bload a LING Gta ley : 
So pounded plants diffuſe their rich perfumes, 
To wean us from the world's milkleſs breaſt, 


And prove its pride, 1 7 all jeſt ; 

Chriſt bids us to a blow of = os oh 

And view the lillies in their vernal air; 

Their raiment never can wear out of mode, 

Still ſmiling in the livery of a God: 

Inſulting kings of clay with crowned heads, 
The weavers vaſſals wrapt in prealy threads. 
A dying Jeſus at his lateſt Lour, 

Painted his ings on the paſſion- ſlower. 
Kings lick of painful pomp, and regal ſtrife, 
Threw down their ſcepters for the pruning knife; 
r | | 

Killing in camps, and wranglings at the bar. 

The merchant ſmuggles, and the tradeſinan lies; 
Pulpits are cruſh'd with weight of hereſies; 
Of love and concord gard'ners are poſſ- 

They're ſolar plants within the gard'ner's breaſt. 
The holy hermit ſafely ſhelters there, 


Ani vocal makes the rove with 'T 
* to a God relign'd, ai 

In prayer plants immortal pleaſures find ; 

In rich embroideries, copy o'er the flowers, 
Parent of vig'rous ve of 

— ns — 2 Am. 

Nurſe to devotion ; therefore every day, 

The gard ner, who hath grace, will humbly pray, 
6 O tree of life, O plant of high renown, 
« On — I 


The MILLER Cuckolded. 
OW lend your da ä 
— of wines 
. Jinks a wee, and hear a = 


T 
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An honeſt miller won'd in Fyfe, 
That had a g and wanton wife, 
Who ſometiones thol'd the iſh-pri 
To make her man a twa horn'd beaſt: 
He paid right mony viſits till her ; 

to keep in with Hab the miller, 
Endeavour'd aft to make him happy, 
Where eber he kend the ale was nappy; 
Sic condeſoenſion in a paſtor, 
Knit Halbert's love to him the faſter ; 
And by his converſe, troth its true, 
Hab learn'd to preach when he was fou. 
Thus all the three were wonder pleas'd, 
The wife well ferv'd, the man well eas 
wp ded np wat ry prey | 

k, the poodwife, thought it nae ſkaich, 
. 

When equal is the night and day, 

And Ceres gives the ſchools the play; 

A youth ſprung from a gentle pater, 
Bred at St. 12 

Ae day gaan hameward, it fell late, 

And him benighted by the gate: 

To lye without, pit-mirk did ſhore him, 
He cou'd na ſee his thumb before bim: 
But clack,---clack,---clack, he heard a mill, 
Whilk led him by the lugs theretill; 

To take the thread of tale alang, 

This mill to Halbert did bclanp ; 

Not leſs this note your notice claims, 
The ſcholar's name was maſter En 

Now, ſmiling muſe, the prelude's 
Smoothly relate a tale ſhall laſt, 

A lang as Alps and Grampian hills, 
As lang as wind or water-mills. 

In entred James: Hab ſaw and kend him, 
And ofer'd Kindly to befriend him, | 
With ſic good cheer as he could make, 
Baith for his ain and maſter's ſake. 
The ſcholar thought himr'elf ripht ſped, 
And gave him thanks in terms well bred : 
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Q:oth Hab, I canna leave my mill 

As yet; . 

A bow. ſhot, r 

Gae warm ye, r. 
Till 1 ſet ea, 5e ſyne we 

Shall tak what Beſly has to gi'e- 
James in return, what's handſome ſaid, 
Oer lang to tell; and aff he 
Out of the houſe ſome light did ſhine, 
Which led him till't as with a line: 
Arriv'd, he knock'd ; for doors were ſteekit; 
Straight through a window I keekit, 
And cry d, Wha's that gi'es fowk a fright, 
, At fic untimeous time ? 

James with good humour, —— 
I y. 

« T dinna ken ye, quoth 

And up . 
 « Within my lane, I'm but a woman, 

, Sac I'll unbar my door to nae man; 
But fince tis very like, * 

<« That a' y 3 true, 

« Hae, there's a „gang in your way, 
« At the neiſt door, there's bra ait ſtrac ; 

« Streck down upon't, my lad, and learn, 
They're no ill lodg'd that get a barn.” 
Thus after meikle clitter clatter, 


Thro' whilk he lent of l 
That pave — 12 5 belt ; ; 
this he cou'd diſcern, 
ry thin = = houſe and barn, 
And thro' this rive was in the wa', 
All done witl.iin the houſe be faws 
He faw {what ought not to be ſeen, 
And ſcarce gave credit to his e en) 
The pariſh pricſt, of reverend fame, 
6 
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To lengthen our deſcription 
Wou'd but offend the roodeſt on 


But, wicked luck ! juſt as the prieſt 
Shot 2 ie fork in chuck y's brvoft 
Th' unwelcome miller ga'e a roar, 
Cry'd Belly, haſt ye, ope the door: 
With that the haly letcher fled, ID 
- ONS had: 
Whale hudd!” A thi 7 , 
That the cuckold gh coy, 
Syne loot him in ;----but out of tune, 
Speer d why he left the mill ſae ſoon. 
I come, ſaid he, as manners claims, 
To crack and wait on maſter James, 
Whilk I ſhould do, tho ne'er ſo billy ; 
I ſent tim here, poodwife, where is he ? 


<< But how was 1 aſſur d when dark, 

< That he had been nae thieviſh ſpark ? 

Or ſome rude wencher gotten a doſe, 

„That a weak wite could ill oppoſe ?* 

And what came o' him? ſpeak nae langer 

Cries Hilbert, in a highland anger. 

cc ſent him to the barn, quo! the,” 

& Gae quickly bring him in, quoth he. 
James was brought in ;--the wife was bau kd: 

The prieſt ſtood clok 3 tlie miller crack'd:--- 

Then alk d his ſunken gloomy ſpouſe 

That might be ſuitable to pi'e 

Ane of their lod er's quality? 

M 


Swithe ! roaſt a hey, or fry-ſome chickens, 
And ſend for ale to — — 


1 — art I'm able, 
ö o whop great man's table, 
4 Whateer Like 1 make a mail of, 


4, Either in part or yet the hail of; 

<< And if you I'llfhaw my art. 
Cries Halbert, © Faith with all my beart.” 
Beſs fain'd her felf,----cry'd, Lond be here ! 
And near hand fell a- ſwoon for fear : 

Sy ne to his conjuring went with 
And firſt he drew a circle round, 
Then utter d mony a magic ſound, 

Of words part Latin, Greek and Dutch, 
E. 3 


> 


Now ſet the board; goodwife | 
— — we Fn - | ig 
She wadna but Haby ventur'd, 
And ſoon as ambrie enter d, 
1: lmell'd fac well, he ſhort time fought it, 


| And wond'ring, *tween Lis Land: be brought it ; 
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Whaſe kites can ftreck out like. raw plaiding ? 


1 
1 
* 
l 
9 
1 
4 
ö 
4 
1 
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ey gentle touch he felt it; 
With eyes 2 K | 
ine wy ap 
Leſt glameur had — 
All in an body, 
ar d it a fine fat how 
Nae mair about it, — * 
The fowl looks and we'll fa till her; 


Tiry Gpche? ap ai and in a doup, 


O crys E « Cou'd your ſlcill, 
* 2 a 
I'd be oblig'd t'ye a. my life, - 


: z „% 
. 
With kittle words thrice gave command; 
That done, with look both learn'd and 
Said, « Now rell get what ye would have : | 
«© Two bottles of as 
2 hom or taker; 
Elba toned wa 
. r 


of — char wil him beſt, 


Which were o er langſome at the time, 
In a ſhort tale to putin rhime. - 


id Hab, 9 


cc Dear maſter James, wha brought our cheer ? 


«« Sic laits appear to us ſac awfu, 
We hardly think your learving er. 


733 
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To bring your doubts to a concluſion, 

no fre = Ken Be m a Roſiecrucian, 

Ane of the ſect that never carries 

« On traffic with black deils or fairies; 
There's mony a ſp'rit that's nae a 

We guts Fog deny robbery * 

there was a ſage cail'd Albumazor, 

** Whaſe wit was gleg as ony razor, - . 

« Frae this great man we leara'd the (kill, 

© To bring theſe geutry to our will, 

And appear, when we've „22 

In ony pe of human kind: 

Now, if you'll drap your fooliſh fear, 

HE e . 
Hab fdg d, and leugh, his elbow clew, 

Baita fear d and fond a fp'rit to view; 

At laſt his courage wan the day, 

He to the ſcholar's will gave way. 
Beſſy by this began to ſinell 

Arat; ” bat kept ber mind 2o'r fell ; 

She pray'd like howdy in her drink, Ts 

But mean time tip't young James a wink ; 

James frae his eyes another lent, 

Which made the wite right well content ; 

Then turn'd to Hab, and thus adiis'd, 

« Whate'er you ſee be nought ſurpris d; 

But for your ſaul move not your tongue 

« And ready Rand with a great rung; 


With gaping 
Wa'k forth, the door ſtands to the wa”. 
' Then frac the hole where he was 


pent, 
The prieſt approach d right well content, ; 
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With lent pace trade o'er the floor, 
Till he was drawing near the dovr : 
Then, to eſcape the cudgel, ran ; 
Wha lent him on the neck a lounder, 
That gart him o'er the threſhold founder : 
Darkneſs ſoon hid him frac-their ſight ; 
Ben flew the miller in a 
« he, I laid well on; 
like our ain Meſs John! 
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6 ye bairns and bearded fo'k, 
Sic news wad pierce a heart of rock, 
 Death's gi en a Kick to Robin” s dock, 


Shame fa” his 
He thought that death was ay in 


But now he's 3 
Ay f{an' he left the 


the ſhoon that ochers made, 
He's been a rare 
the church; 


But now he's the ſhool Sa — 
* Left in the lurch. 
Una ent — 


3 


Fleg d them and girn d, look d — fell, 
1 ſpades. 
"That nightly —— 
to 
Soon he abſtracted multures maſt, 
egen trade; 


VI 
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WY? which he fill'd his awn meal - Kiſt, 

But now he*s dead. 
Aft has he lain on caſtle-brae 


In moon-light, till bis checks turn'd blac, 
— 


— .../- 
He kend his craft. 
Fidging as gin he had the ſcab ; 
And bravely follow'd a fat dab, 

| wr little din; 
to bab, 
Rob came in. 


bairns, and are ye yoked, 
Think na the kirk will thus be mocked ; 


ä 
daft; 


And when the bed 
Said, 


his feet, 
4. Robin, 2 
H. e, there's ten crowns, all can be ſpar d 
— 
In faith I think *tis e en ill war d, 
And tis my all. 
Rob harked in che young laird's lug, 4 
Gae to my „ 
May be Pll tet a rug 
F oY Of caller quean, 
Yon ſlut ſinells like a dottor's drug, 
Big, as the great Mogul when din 
He walk d, and John Dalglicſh behind, 
To his feraglio iu Leith-wyad, 
To take review; 
The laſs that was mailt blyth and kind, 
ohn kiſs'd her mou. 
rr 


r. 5 
pes tone 
. In time of weed? 
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mony ill-f 
His maik was ne er ſin days of Adam, 
Gi' him the lure, hate er ye bad him, 
He wou'd obey ; 


Proud was the carle, whan he went throw 

The lanward towns as grave's a jew, 

To ſee the gaitlings binge and bow, 

Wow ! but he made a devilth mou, 
And ſain'd them a*. 

Frae a' kirk-fowk he bure the gree, 

Half midwife, nurſe, and prieſt, a“ three, 

He neither curs'd nor bann'd, not he, 


—_  Akemlylight! 
Altho' he play d the imp a weck, 
On ſundays he look d nild and meek 
For ſcarcely wad ye hear him ſpeak 


- 


= 


ad * 
2 >» þ 4 
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Upon his hand he laid his cheek, 


ie cuilt his eye, 


But yet before the text was read, 
Good Robin frac the kirk was fled, 
His prayers to ſay at barrel-head,, 


Red as a ock the blade _ 
Came back again. 

Wo leo oth HO 

Uato the tune of has 


ing his head; 
Wha will we get to fill his ? 


dor now he's dead. 
Hs EPITAPH. 


On the Downfal of Tuomas BuTTER's 
| Noſe in the Month of Juxx. 


Fon was fac ſubtile, and fac fu of 
1 Nee man could lick the Butter aff his bread; 


I 
1 
1 
1 
\ 
1 
4 
1 
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But pox on harlot-women, his diſgrace, 
They lick d a noſe of Butter aff hs face. 

It did na take lang time to this miſhap, | 

No, no, the bitches did it in a CLA. 

Who devil took this noſe that came away ? 
Not God !----for he made noſes all of clay ; 
And clay grows harder by the ſummer fun; 
CE ITEENGERS, 


On the Stex of the TREE K1xGS. 


ONG have we had two kings, I do aſſure ye, 
A George de facto, and a james de jure: 
But here's ſurpriſing news ; a brave MOhie 
Turns parliament himſelf, and gives us three: 
None of them all reſemble George or James. 
O, King Creator ! will you tell their names? 
We do not know by gazing on their face, 
If Norman, German or F 
The j of allegory. 
way 3 
Three kings expos d to 11 2 
To ſhow — 


up gues nation, 
Buy up have the beſt Nock d ſhop in all the nation ; 
And when tis known ſuch hellith wares you ſell, 
The d---1 will pay the price, and take them all to hell. 


A Porn on the Stex of the MtxnailDe 


 Gronpre. 5 
— 4 . { 
MIE. May be 'tis nas good manners for to Per. 


A 
— And bony bubbics, wi” your nut- brown hair, 
And 4 your fades and a your ſhoulders bare: 6 
\ ar 
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| . 
geatles 1 
greateſt ferly e er I ſaw, N 
Nr . 2 { 
gangs unto the kirk, 
it. grows mirk ! | p 
like willy-wands ; a 5 
5 carried in ſe 1 ; f ; - 1 
; 
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Petition of the Shoe-maker Apprentices. 


TO the 


Cordiners of the Weſt-port, 
rr 
who would fain take a drink, 


Be blyth like their maſters, but want ready clink. 
— — , © an nd x king, 


* 2 mel 
———— honeſt old deacon Hill; 


Remember. that we are the ſame fleſh ant blood, 
Tho we have not a bit, and are our cud ; 
Far tho' we are and raw mouth'd 


We may — — be old rotten ſinners; 


You'll reckon ; 
S 

Tho we ſhould — 
ee in company 


aring he was entitled to a prize 
of a 1000 Livres. 


ER E lyes a man, a man was 
Whoſe lamp of life ſhone | | Pry 
In poverty and peace, till old age came; 
Bu? flver — — 

He liv'd on herbs and other wholſome vivers, 
But dy'd by dining on a thouſand livres; 

An extacy of joy d his breath; 

For worldly joy hath ys in it death. 


To 


#* Their 3 was dry'd ling. 


On upoor FRENCHMAN Who dyed of joy 
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To a Lady on her diſcovering a Spring. 
Ly AIREST and fineſt of the female kind, 
A beauteous with an angel's oy nag 
3 
And nature pays her homage unto you. 
Whilſt thro yen mp7 3» — 8-4 
I fa the fond expreſſions of 
The herbage ſmil —— 
Whilſt water bubbl'd from the flinty rock ; | 
Nature's ſtrong nerves gid with freſh vigour fell, 4 
Her blood guſh'd forth and form'd into a well; 
EI ne Gan, 
Your country- ſeat did | 
Which doth-with ——— Ng 


bow, 


On PROVIDENCE. 


R E not the ravens fed, great God, by thee? 

And wilt thou cloath the lillies, and not me ? 
I'll ne'er diſtruſt my God for cloaths and bread, 
Whilſt lillies flouriſh and the ravens ked. 


HARDYKNUTE, A FRAGMENT 


"TATELY ſtept he eaſt the wa, 5 
| And ſtately ſtept he welt, 
Full ſeventy ziers he now had ſene, 
With ſcarce ſevin zicrs of reſt. | 
He livit quhen Britons breach of faith 
Wroupl:t Scotland meikle wae - 
And ay his fword tauld, to their coſt, 
He was their deidly fac. 
2 -Hie on a hill his caſtle tude, 
With halls and towirs a-hicht, 
And guidly chambers fair to ſee, 
ca whey 2 
His dame ſ2c peirleſs anes and 
For chaſt and bewtie 
N. 


I» 


3 Full 
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3 Full thirteen ſons to him ſcho bare, 
All men of valour tout ; | 
In bluidy fickt with fword in hand 
1 
Four zit remain, * 
T'o ſtand by — 
Hie was their fame, hie was their micht, 
And hie was their command. 
KA - ata 
Their faſter ſaft and deir ; 
Her girdle ſhaw'd her middle gi 
And gowden gliſt her hair. 
Quhat waefou wae her bewtie bred ? 


vide + 3 — - — . — * 1 ä 
. 


ah — — 


With noble chiefsin braif aray, 
Drinking the blude-reid wine. 
rn 
Zour faes ſtand on the 
„„ | 
Bring me my fieod Mage dapplc gray, = 


raiſe and | 
— Ball the land, * © 


To draw his faced, the deokd of foes, 

———U— — 
little as 

| yl by lus maſter's arm, 
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His luiks grew kene, as they were wont, 
In dangers todo; 
Me his wes favs 26 nn 096 
That trees in grene-wood ſchuke thereat, 

Sac loud rang ilka hill. 


9 His ſons in manly ſport and glee, 


Had paſt that ſummers morn, 


And ſune d them yp:the b 


TT gating Far a 


2 comely countenance 


it ze ſicht weit as ze did ances 
Gainſt Weſtmorland's ferſe heir. 

12 Malcom, lickt of foot as ſtag, 
That runs in forreſt wyld, 

Get me my thouſands three of men, 
Well bred to fword and ſchield.: 

1 
Ny blade of mettle cler: 

If ges kend but the hand it bare, | 
They func had fled for fer. 

T2 Farewal, my dame, fac parleſs puds, 
And tuke her by the 


_ Fairer to me in age 2zou ſeim, 


— 14 
1 — 
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And ſhut the ſilver bolt that keips, 
Sae faſt your painted bowirs. 

I4 And firſt ſcho wet hir comely cheiks, 
ir Glken contra enter ent 


3＋’ÿ i 
Owre hills and mony a glen, 
Gen he car to a wounded iat 
a heavy mane; 
| Here maun TI lye, here maun I die, 
By treackery's falſe gyles; 
Witlck I was that dir gaif faith 
To wicked woman's ſmyles. 
x6 Sir knicht, gin ze were in my bowirz 
To lean on ben feat, 
My Ladyis kyndlie care zoud prove, 
C — Gently hace; et | 
Her ielf wald watch ze all the day, 7. Z 
Her maids at daid of nicht; 
And Feirly fair zour heart wald cbeir, 
fs fs Rule in your ſicht. 
17 ——— your field, 
Fu — wager yea | 
Chcis frae my menzic quhom ze pleis 
th Gale luke, a x 
With and viſage wan, 
The wounded knicht reply d, 
| Kyvd chiftain, zour intent purſue, 


Wick him — 


to gain, 
— — 


Strave courteoully in vain. 
N 2 
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I he has pane far attowre,. 
r land Pope 


That Lord 2 worthy wicht was ay, 
Quben facs his courage ſey d; 
Of Pictiſn race by mothers f. 
Quhen Picts rul'd Caledon, 

Lord Chattan claim'd the princely maid, 
Qahen he ſaiſt Pitiſh crown. 

20 Now An 
He reicht a ryſing heicht, 

Quikair braid cncamplt en the dale, 

menzie lay in 

Zonder, my delt at ſors and br, 
Oar raging revers wait, 

On the urcon querit Scottiſh ſwaird, 
To try with us their fate. 

217 8 
Our ſauls the 

Syne braiily how zour veins are fuld 
With Calcdonian blude. 

Than fat ke Sour bils nity 

Qyhy!lc thouſands all 

i frac their ſheaths 

And loud the bougills 

22 To join his king adoun the hill 
hn tells rice do cede, - 

Whyte, pd ayer minſtrels meit 

Afore him ſtately tr 

They wejenn „ 
Thy nation's ſcheild and pryde ; 

Thy king nae reaſon has to fer 
Quhen thou art be his ſyde. 
23 Quhen bows were bent and darts were tliraun, 
For thrang ſcarce could they flic, 


in the un, 


The war that lock d like play, 
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Drew his braid ſword, and brak his bow, 
Quoth noble „ Myaec III keip, 
K ws cry d the king, 
25 The king of Norſe he ſocht to ſind, 
Wich him to menſe the faucht, 
But on his forehead there did licht 
A fharpunſonke ſhaft; 
As he his hand put up to find- 
The wound, 


27 Sair bleids my liege, ir, fair he bleids. 


fete _ - — — 8 

And id, hi 2 

Faſt the braid arrow flew : 

Woae tothe knicht heettled at, 

— 2 ing's fall, 
His zouth and comely mei 

28 Take 


Knit lyke a fowler's net, throuch qubilk : 
His ſteilly harneſs ſhynd) 
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'Tho' Britons tremble at his name, 
457 oro onda 


"oiilhend ws 


30 Thee his ſtout heart coud na byde, 
——— 4 
m Hardyknute ; this day, he 

To Scodand's —— "_ 
To lay thee law as horſes huſe, 

ah the Ot free he fab, 
= ſtrake cir he 
"He gar is bady ek, 
I ene lyke wh? 

N th fe IT On * 
benen 

That left thee power to ſtrike: 
Then gaif his head a blaw ſae fell, 

n 
As law as he to ladies uſit 

In courtly gyſe to lout. 
32 Full func he rais'd his bent body, 

His bow he marvell'd fair, 

Sen blaws till then on him but dard 
As touch of Fail fair: 
Norſe ferliet too as 1 

To ſee bis ſtatel 
3 

Sae ſunc his life he tuke. 


33 * lyke a —_—_ 
mana Thames hs —_— 


repell. 
5 
My + mp ghd. 
! 
— —— 
AF. Britains blude has dim'd its ſhyne 
This poynt cut ſhort ®eir vanne 3 
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Syne pierc d the boiſteris bearded cheik, 
Nae tyme he tuke to taunt. 
35 — he in his ſaidle fang, 
was nae ſtay, 
his unbent knee, 


ythſom 
To bolt the glories of the day, 
And ſchaw thair wounds. 


yisin the clay, 

The valiant Scors nae Revers thole 
To carry life away. 

39 There on a lee quhair ſtands a , 
„Set up for monument, 
Fill'd kene waris black intent. 

LOR INNER BE praiſe Har lyknute, 


Ay how he faucht, ut how te gere, 
— ages red. 


149 
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His towir that us'd with torches bleake 


To ſhyne fac far at nicht, 
Seim d now as black as mourning weid, 


Nae marvel fair he ſicht. 


Quhat bodes it ? Robert, Thomas ſay, 
Nae anfwer fits their dreid. 


San ſchamit to wynd echt but his dame, 
And maiden Fairly fair. 
Black feir he felt, but qubat to feir, 
He wiſt not yet with dreid; 
Sair ſchuke his „ Gair his limbs, 
And all the warrior fled. 


CEE EEE EEE EE EEE. 


POLEMO-MIDDINIA, 
INTER | 
® Vitarvam et F. Nebernam. 


Nun que colitis highiſſima monta Fiſea, 

Seu vos Pitten weema tenent, feu Crelia crofta, 

Sive Anſtrza domus, ubi nat haddocus in undis, 

Codlineuſque ingens, ubi fleucca et ſketta percrrant 

— gut, Inv oh her eines whe 

— X > wh | 
vos ſkipperii, per mare 

Valde procul lanchare 22 iterumque redue, 

* The Lady Scutftaroet. f The Lady Neularns. . 
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tb, wantonus homo, atque Oliver Hutchin, 
Et plouky-fac'd Watty Strang, atque inkneed Alſhinder Ait- 
Et Willy Dick, heavy arſtus homo, pigerrimus omnium, 
2 — 4 —y—̃ 


N 


In ſy das tu 


Non tulit affrontam tantam ; 


152 SCOTS POEMS 
(peu Rick it! ignoro omen 


In cartis yokkato omnes: extrahito muckam 

Crofta per et riggas, atque ipſas ante feneſtras 

Nebernz ; et aliquid fin ipſa contra loquatur, , 
pone manus, et dicito Farte jade. 

Nec mora, formannus cunctos flankavit avercs, 
Workmannoſque ad workam omnes vocavit, et ili. 
Extemplo cartas bene fillavere jjgantes. 
Whiſtlavere viri, workhorſoſ a fwiros 

iterumque 


Drivavere foras, donec iterumque 5 8 
—— —ä— — * 
— . U—— 
Precedens, magnamque g cum burdine 
Incirit Harlai — be fam, 
Muck cartas tranſire viam ; valde angria facta, 
ladzos, 


m—_ 1 


Ite, ait, 
Muckifer 


has 


Vaſgui 
Et tunc ille 


uglæi fellows, ſi quis modo 
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it valde faintheartus, et ivit 


— 
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Batterare Sluiſſam, Sluiſſam dingaſſet in aſſam. 1. 
Aut fi tot magnus Ludovicus forte dedilſet 
fartas ad menia Montalbana, 


2-4 
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Paztiux G1lL1CRANKIANUM. 


CANTILENA. 


, : : | L | 
RAHAMIUS notabilis cotgerat Mantanos, = 

G e 

Fugerant v atque Puritani; 
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VII. 


8 ti 8 ſt tes 3 


$ Vos . | 
ö Veltra eſt vitoria, veſtra eſt & gloria; | 
In canty & hiſtoria perpes eſt memoria. 


1 
„ 


clypeis & gladiis pro Principe pugnantes : - 


— 


—— 


